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I WILL set down a tale as it was told to me by one who had it of his 
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CIIAP’l'ER I. 

THE BIRTH OF THE TRIKCE A.NO THE PAUPER. 

& the .Tncieut city of London, onrS^ertain j 
^ttitumn day in the aecotid 
'<|lflavt,er of the Ri.Kteontli 
o^itury, ii boy was born 
a I oor family of the 
ijteuie of Canty, wlio 
4iid not want him. On 
the same day another 
English child was born 
to a rich family of the 
name ol Tudor, who 
did want him. Ail j 
En.'lnnd wanted him 
tot England had so 
cd for him, and 
^tjed for him, and 
'yrayed God for him, 
that, nnw that he was 
J^lly come, the people 
j|ent nearly mad for 
1^. Mere acquaint- 

hugged and kissed each other and cried. 

Ihtoybody took a holiday, and high.and low 
Ht and poor, feasted and danced and sang, and 
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4 THE BERTH OF THE PRINCE AND THE PAUPER. 

got very mellow; and they kept this up for days and nights together. 
By day, London was a sight to see, with gay banners waving from every 
balcony and housetop, and splendid pageantsmarching along. By night, it 
was again a sight to see, with its great bonfires at every corner, and its 
troops of revellers making merry around them. There Avas no talk in 
all England but of the new baby, Edward Tudor, Prince of W.'iles, 
who lay lapped in silks and satins, unconscious of all this fuss, and not 
knowing that great lords and ladies were tending him and watching over 
him—and not caring, either. But there was no talk about the other 
baby, Tom Canty, lajAped in his poor rags, except among the family of 
paupers whom he had just come to trouble with his presence. 








CHAPTER II. 

TOJJ’S EARLY LIFE. 

Lkt us skip a number (tfyears. 

London was fifteen luindred years old, and was a great town—for 
that day. It had a hundred thousand inhabitants—some think double 
aa many. The streets were very narrow, and crooked, and dirty, 
especially in the part where Tom Canty lived^ which was not tar from 
London Bridge. The botises were of wood, with the second story pro-_ 
jocting over the first, and the third sticking its elbows out beyond the 
second. The higher the houses grew, the broader they grew, -^hey 
were skeletons of strong criss-cross beams, with solid material between, 
coated with plaster. ' The beams were painted red or blue or black, 
according to the owner’s taste, and this gave the houses a very pictur- 
csijue look. The windows were small, glazed with little diamond- 
sliaped panes, and they opened outward, on hinges, like doors. 

The house which Tom’s father lived in was up a foul little pocket 
called Offal Court, out of Pudding Lane. It was small, decayed, and 
rickety, but it was pjicked full of wretchedly poor families. Canty's 
tribe occupied a room on the third floor. The mother and fathei* had 
a sort of bedstead in the corner; but Tom, his ^andmother, and his 
two sisters. Bet and Nan, were not restricted—they had all the floor 
to themselves, and might sleep where they chose. There were the 
remains of a blanket or two, and some bundles of ancient and dirty 
straw, but these could not rightly be called beds, for they were not 
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organised; they were kicked into a general pile, mornings, and selec¬ 
tions made from the 

'•' inhabited trie 

' house, was a good old 

" priest whom the King 

had turned out of 
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TOM’S EARLY LIFE. 


House and home with a pension of a few farthings, and he used to 
get the children aside and teach them right ways secretly. Father 
Andrew also taught Tom a little Latin, and how to read and write; 
and would have done the same with the girls, but they were afraid of 
the jeers of their friends, who could not have endured such a queer 
ccomplishment in them. 

Ail Offal Court was just such another hive as Canty’s house. 
Drunkenness, riot and brawling were the order, there, every night and 
nearly all night long. Broken heads were as common as hunger in 
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Hint place. Yet little Tom w'as not unhappy. He had a hard time of 
it, but did not know it. It w’as the sort of time that all the Offal 
Court boys had, therefore he supposed it was the correct and comfort- 
ble thing. When he came home empty-handed at night, he knew h'is 
father would curse him and thrash him first, and that when he w’as 
done the awful grandmother would do it all over again and improve 
on it; and that away in the night his starving mother would slip to 
him stealthily with any miserable scrap or crust she had been able to 
save for him by going hungry herself, notwithstanding she was often 
caught in that sort of treason and soundly beaten for it by her husband; 
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scant and offensive straw, tired, hun^, and smarting from a 
ing, he unleashed his imagination and soon forgot hjs aches and jpalflf 
in delicious picturings to hjmself of the charmed life of a petted prince 
in a regal palace. One desire came in time to haunt him day and night: 
it was to see a real prince, with his own eyes. He ^ke of it once to 
some of his Offal Court comrades; but they jeered him and scoffed him 
so unmercifully that he was glad to keep his dream to himself after that. 

He often read the priest’s old books and got him to explain and en- 
large upon them. His dreaminga and readings worked certain changes 
in hira, hy and by. His dream-people were so fine that he grew to 
lament his shabby clothing and his dirt, and to wish to be clean 
better clad. He went on playing in the mud just the iame, and enj^* 
ing it, too; but instead of splashing around in the Thames solely for 
the fun of it, he began to find an added value in it because of the wash¬ 
ings and cleansings it afforded. 

Tom could always find something going bn around the Maypole in 
Chcapside, and at the fairs; and now and then he and the rest of 
London had a chance to see a military parade when some famous un¬ 
fortunate was carried prisoner to the Tower, by. land or boat. One 
summer’s day he saw poor Anne A^ew and three men burned at the 
stake in Smithfield, and heard an ex*Bishop preach a sermon to them 
which did not interest him. Yes, Tom’s life was varied and pleasant 
enough, on the whole. 

By and by Tom’s reading and dreaming about princely life wrought 
such a strong effect upon him that he began to act the prince, uncon¬ 
sciously. His speech and manners became cmriously ceremonious and 
courtly, to the vast admiration and amusement of his intimates, ^ut 
Tom’s influence among these young people began to grow, now, day by 
s.day; and in time he came to be looked up to, by them, with a sort of 
iwondering awe, as a superior being. He seemed to know so much I 
and he could do and say such marvellous things! and withal, he was 
|eo deep and wise I Tom’s remarks, and Tom’s performances, were re- 
Iported by the boys to their elders; and these, also, presmitly b^n to 
[discuss Tom Canty, and to regard him as a most gified and extra- 
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mimic highness issued decrees to his imaginary armies, navies, and 
viceroyalties. 

After whicli, he would go forth in his rags and beg a few farthings, 
cat his poor crust, take his customary cuffs and abuse, and then stretch 
himself upon his handful of fold straw, and resume his empty grandeurs 
* n his drearn.s. 

And slill his desire to look just once ujfon a real prince, in the 
I'c'sh, grow ufton him, clay I)y day, and week by week, until at last it 
absorbed all other desires, 
and became the one passion 
of his life. 

One January day, on 
his usual begging tour, he 
tr.amped despondently up and 
ilown the region round abotil 
Mi ncing L;uio and Litth^ 

East Cheap, hour after hour, 
hare-footed and cold, looking 
m at eook-sho]i windows and 
longing for the dreadful 
jiork-pics and other deadly 
inventions displayed there— 
for to him tliese were dain¬ 
ties lit for tlie angels; that 
,is, judging by tiie smell, 
they were—for it had never 
been liis good luck to own and eat one. There was a cold drizzle of 
rain; the atmosphere was murky; it was a melancholy day. At night 
Tom reiiched home so wet and tired and hungry that it was not possible 
for his father and grandmother to observe his forlorn condition and not 
be moved—^aftor their fiisliion ; wherefore they gave him a brisk cuffing 
at once and sent him to bed. For a long time liis pciin and Imnger, and 
the swearing and fighting going on in the building, kept him atvake; 
but at last his thoughts drifted away to far, romantic lands, and he fell 







14 


TOM’S EAllLY LIFE. 


asleep in the company of jewelled and gilded princelings who lived 
in vast palaces, and had servants salaaming before them or flying 


to execute 
And then, as 
dreamed that 
princeling 
All night 
glories of his 
shone upon 
moved a- 
lords and 
blaze of light, 
per fum es, 
delicious 
answering the re- 
theglittering throng 
way for him, with 
there a nod of his 
And when he 
ing and looked upon 
about him, his 
usual effect—it had intensified the sordidiiess of his surroundings a 
thousandfold. Then came bitterness, and heart-break, and tears. 
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their orders, 
usual, he 
he was a 
himself, 
long the 
royal estate; 
h i m ; h e 
mong great 
l.adies, in !i 
b re a t h in g 
drinking in 
music, and 
V( rent obeisances of 
as it jiartcd to make 
lure .a smile, and 
] rincely head, 
awoke in the inorn- 
the wretchediK's.s 
dream bad bad its 
















'().M 

10V.| 


CHAPTER III. 

tom’s meeting with the prince. 

got uj) hungry, and sauntered hungry away, but with his 
:hts busy u-itli the sliadowy s|)Iendours of his night’s dreams. He 
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wandered here and 
there in the city, 
hardly noticing where he was 
going, or what was happening 
around him. People joiStled him, 
and some gave him roi^h qieech; 
hut it was all lost on the musing 
hoy. By and by he found himself 
at Temple Bar, the farthest from 
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home he had ever travelled in that direction. He stopped and considered 
a moment, then fell into his imaginings again, and passed on outside tlie 
■walls of London. The Strand had ceased to be a country-road then, 
and regarded itself as a street, but by a strained construction; for, 
though there was a tolerably compact row of houses on one side of it, 
'there were only some scattering great buildings on the other, these 
being palaces of rich nobles, with ample and' beautiful grounds stretch¬ 
ing to the river—grounds that are now closely packed with grim acres 
of brick and stone. 

Tom discovered Charing Village presently, and rested himself at 
the beautiful cross built there by a bereaved king of earlier days; then 
idled down a quiet, lovely road, past the great cardinal’s sfcitely palace, 
toward a fer more mighty and majestic palace beyond—Westminster. 
Tom stared in glad wonder at the vast pile of masonry, the wide- 
spreading wings, the frowning bastions and turrets, the huge stone 
gateway, with its gilded bars and its magnificent array of colossal 
granite lions, and other the signs and symbols of English royalty. 
Was the desire of his soul to be satisfied at last ? Here, indeed, was a 
king’s palace. Might he not hope to see a prince now—a prince of 
fleidi and blood, if Heaven were willing ? 

At each side of the gilded gate stood a living statue—that is to say, 
an erect and stately and motionless man-at-arms, clad from head to 
heel in shining steel armour. At a respectful distiincc were many 
country folk, and people from the city, waiting for any chance glimixse 
of royalty that might offer. Splendid carriages, with splendid people 
in them and splendid servants outside, were arriving and departing by 
several other noble gateways that pierced the royal enclosure. 

Poor little Tom, in his rags, approached, and Was moving slow and 
timidly past the sentinels, with a beating heart and a rising hope, when 
all at once he caught sigl^t through the golden bars of a spectacle that 
almost made him shout for joy. Within was a comely boy, tanned and 
brown with sturdy out-door sports and e-xorcises, whose clothing was 
all of lovely silks and satins, shining with jewels; at his hip a little 
jewelled sword and dagger; dainty buritins on his feet, with red heels ; 
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and on his head a jaunty crimson cap, with drooping plumes fastll, 
with a great sparkling gem. ’ Several gorgeous gentlemen stood near— 
liis servants, without a doubt. Oh! he was a prince—a prince, a living 
prince, a real prince—without the shadow of a question; and the prayer 
of the pauper-boy’s heart was answered at last. 

' Tom’s breath came quick and short with excitement, and his eyes 
grew big with wonder and delight. Every thing gave way in his mind 
instantly to one desire : that was to get close to the prince, and have a 
good, devouring look at him. Before he knew what he was about, he 
luid liis face against tlie gate-bars. The next instant one of the soldiers 
snatched him rudely away, and sent him spinning among the gaping 
crowd of country gawks ana London idlers. The soldier said,— 

“ Mind thy manners, thou young beggar! ” 

The crowd jeered and laughed’; but the young prince sprang to the 
gate with his livce flushed, and his eyes flashing with indignation, and 
■ ried out,— 

“ How dar’st thou tise a poor lad like that! How dar’st thou use the 
King my father’s meanest subject so ! Open the gates, and let him in 1 ” 

You shotild have seen that fickle crowd snatch off their hats then.' 
You should have heard them cheer, and shout, “ Long live the Prince 
oi’ Wales! ” 

The soldiers presented arms with their halberds. Opened the gaWfe, 
and presented again a.s the little Prince of Poverty passed in, in his 
fluttering rags, to join hands with the Prince of Limitless Plenty. 

Edward Tudor siiid— 

“ Thou lookest tired and hungry : thou’st been treated ill. Come 
with me.” 

Half a dozen attendants sprang forward to—I don’t know what; 
interfere, no doubt. But ttiey were waved aside with a right royal 
gesture, and they stopped stock still where they were, like so many 
statues. Edward took Tom to a rich apartment in the palace, which 
he called his cabinet. By his command a repast was brought such as 
Tom had never encountered before except in books. The prince, with 
princely delicacy and breeding, sent away the servants, so that hia 

c 2 
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“ Parents have I, sir, and a grand-dam likewise that is but indiffer-. 
<-ntly precious to me, God forgive me if it be offence to say it—also 
twin sisters. Nan and Bet.” 

“ Then is tliy grand-dam not over kind to thee, I take it.” 

“ Neither to any other is she, so please your worship. She hath a 
wicked lieart, and worketh evil all her days.” 

“ Doth she mistreat thee ? ” 

“ There be times that she stayeth her hand, being asleep or over¬ 
come with drink; but when she hath her judgment clear again, she 
makoth it xip to me witli goodly beatings.” 

A fierce look cante into the little jirince’s eyes, and he cried out— 

“ What! Beatings ? ” 

“ Ob, indeed, yes, please you, sir.” 

“ BeatiiHfs /—and thou so frail and little. Hark^ye: before the 
.'light come, she shall hie her to the Tower. The King my lather”— 

“ In .sooth, you forget, sir, her low degree. The Tower is for the 
groat alone.” 

“ True, indeed, I bad not thought of that. I will consider of her 
Iiunishmcnt. Is thy father kind to thee ? ” 

“ Not more than Gammer Canty, sir.” 

“ Fathers he alike, mayhap. Mine hath not a doll’s temper, lie 
smiteth witli a heavy hand, yet spareth me : he spareth me not always 
will) his tongue, though, soisfh to say. How doth thy mother use 
thee.' ” 

“ She is good, sir, and giveth me neither sorrow nor pain of any . 
"sort. And Nan and Bet are like to her in this.” 

“ How old be these ? ” 

“ Fifteen, an’ it please you, .sir.” 

“ 'The Lady Elizabeth, ray sister, is fourteen, and, the Lady Jane 
Grey, my cousin, is of mine own age, and comely and gracious withal ; 
but my sisiter the Lady Mary, with her gloomy mien and — Look 
you : do thy sisters forliid their servants to .smile, le.st the sin destroy 
their soids? ” 

“ ’They ? Oh, dost think, sir, that thei/ have servants ? ” 
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The little prince contemplated the little pauper gravely a moment, 
then said— 

“And prithee, why not? Who helpeth them undress at night? 
Who attireth them when they rise ? ” 

“ None, sir. Wouldst have them take off their garment, and sleep 
without—^like the beasts ? ” 

“ Their garment! Have they but one ? ” 

“ Ah, good your worship, what would they do with more ? Truly 
they have not tAvo bodies each.” 



“how (H.D HK THh^r;' 


“ It is a quaint and marvellous thought' Tliy pardon, 1 hai! noC 
meant to laugh. But thy good Nan and thy Bet, shall have raiment 
and lackeys enow, and that soon, too: my cofleier shall look to it. 
No, thank me not; ’ti.s nothing. Thou speakest well; thou h.ast an 
easy grace in it. Art learned ? ” 

“ I know not if I am or not, sir. The good priest that is ctvlled 
Father Andrew taught me, of his kindness, fi'om his hooks.” 

“ Know’st thou the Latin ? ” 

“ But scantly, sir, I doubt.” 





TOM'S MEMTINO WITH THE PMIMCE. 


M- 

“ Learn it, lad: ’tis liard only at first. The Greek is harder; bat 
neither these nor any tongues else, I think, are hard to the Lady Eliza¬ 
beth and my cousin. Thou shouldst hear those damsels at it! But 
tell me of thy Offal Court. Hast thou a pleasant life there ? ” 

“ In truth, yes, so please you, sir, save when one is hungry. There 
la Punch-and-Judy shows, and monkeys—oh such antic creatures! 
an ! so bravely dressed!—and there be plays wherein they that play 
do shout iind fight till all are slain, and ’tis so fine to see, and costeth 
but a farthing—albeit ‘tis main hard to get the farthing, please your 
Worship.'’ 

“ Tell me more." 

‘‘ We lads of Offal Court do strive against each other with the 
fitdgol, like to tlie fashion of the ’pren ices, sometimes.” 

The prince’s eyes fia.shed. .Said he— 

" .Marry, that would not I mislike. Tell me more.” 

'■ We strive in races, .sir, to see wIk) of us .shall be fleetest.’’ 

Th.it w'oiild I like also. Spcjik on.” 

■ 111 .summer, .sir, we wade and swim in the canals and in the river, 
■Mid oaeh iloth duck his neighbour, and platter him with water, and 
dive and shout and tumble and-” 

“ ’Twould be worth my liu'ut'r s kingdom but to enjoy it once! 
I'.'itlu'e go on.” 

A\'e dance and sing abrut tiic Maypole in Cheapside; we play in 
the .sand, each covering his neighbour up; and times we make mud 
pa.stiy—oh tlie lovely mud, it hath not its like for delightfulness in 
•iill tlie worhl 1—we do fairly wallow in the mud, sir, saving your 
tvoi.ship’s presence.’’ 

“Oh, prithee, .say no more, ’tis glorious! If that I could but 
clothe me in raiment like to thine, and strip ray leet, and revel in the 
mud once, just once, with none to rebuke me or forbid, meseemeth I 
could forego the crown ! ” 

“ And if that I could clothe me once, sweet sir, as thou art clad— 
just once-” 

“ Oho, w;ould’8t like it ? Then so shall it be. Doff tby rags, and 
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don these splendours, lad! It is a brief happiness, but will be not less 

keen for that. We will have 
it while we may, and change 
again before any come to mo¬ 
lest.” 

A few minutes later the 
little Prince of Wales was gar¬ 
landed with Tom's fluttering 
odds and ends, and the little 
Prince of Pauperdom was 
tricked out in the g:iudy 
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at each other, then at the glass, then at each other again. At last the 
puzzled princeling said— 

“ What dost thou make of this ? ” 

“ Ah, good your worship, require me not to answer. It is not meet 
tliat one of my degree should utter the thing.” 

• “ Then will / utter it. Thou hast the same hair, the same eyes, the 

sime voice and manner, the same form and stature, the same face and 
countenance that I bear. Fared we forth naked, there is none could 
say which was you, and which the Prince of Wales. And, now that I 
am clothed as thou wert clothed, it seemeth I should be able the more 

nearly to feel as thou didst when the brute soldier-Hark ye, is not 

this a bruise upon your hand ? ” 

“ Yes; but it is a slight thing, and your worship knoweth that the 
poor inan-at-arms-” 

“ Pciice ! It was a shameful thing and a cruel! ” cried the litlle 

prince, stamping his bare foot. “ If the King-Stir not a step till 

I come again ! It is a command ! ” 

In a moment lie had snatched up and put away an article of 
national importance that lay upon a table, and was out at the door 
and flying through the palace grounds in his bannered rags, with a hot 
face and glowing eyes. As soon as he reached the great gate, he 
seized the bars, and tried to shako them, shouting— 

“ Open ! Unbar the gates ! 

The soldier tliat had maltreated Tom obeyed promptly; and as 
the prince burst through the portal, lialf-smothered with royal wrath, 
the soldier fetched him a sounding box on the ear that sent him whirl¬ 
ing to the roadway, and said— 

“ Take that, thou beggar’s spawn, for what thou got’st me from his 
Highness! ” 

The crowd roared with laughter. The prince picked Jiimself out 
of the mud, aiiid made fiercely at the sentry, shouting— 

“ I am the Prince of Wales, my jierson is sacred; and thou shalt 
hang for laying thy hand njion me! ” 
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Tlie soldier brought his 
halberd to a present-arms and 
said mockingly— 

“ I salute your gracious 
Highness.” 

Then angrily— 

“ Be off, thou crazy rub¬ 
bish ! ” 

Here the jeering crowd 
closed aroiio'l th ■. poor little 
prince, and iiustled him far 
down the road, hooting liini, 
and shouting— 

“ Way for his royal High¬ 
ness ! Way for the Prince of 
Wales! ” 






11 


# 






Sint 


|MiSf 


I. 




m 


wh 




11^,1 










M 




lit lift, 


It. 






















29 


CHAPTER IV. 

THE ri'.INCE’S TKOUBLES BEGIN. 

Ai TLi: hours of persistent pursuit and persecution, the little 'pritoce 
i\:a.s at last deserted by the rabble and left to himself. A^ long as he 
had been able to rage against the mob, and threaten it royally, and 
royally utter commands that were good stuff to laugh at, he was very 
entertaining; but when weariness finally forced him to be silent, he 
was no longer of use to his tormentors, and they sought amusement 
elseuhere. He looked about him, now, but could not recognise the 
locality. He was within the city of London—that was all he knew. 
He moved on, aimlessly, and in a little while the houses thinned, and 
the passers-by w-ere infrequent. He bathed his bleeding feet in the 
brook which flowed then w’here Farringdon Street now is; rested a few 
moments, then passed on, and presently came upon a great space with 
only a few scattered houses in it, and a prodigious church. He recog¬ 
nised this church. Scaffoldings were about, everywhere, and swarms 
of. workmen; for it was undergoing elaborate repairs. The prince* 
took heart at once—^he felt that his troubles were at an end, now. 
He .‘■aid to himself, “ It is the ancient Grey Friars’ Church, which the 
king my father hath taken from the monks and given for a'home for 
ever for poor and forsaken children, and new-named it Christ’s Church. 
Right gladly will they serve the son of him who hath done so gener¬ 
ously by them—-and the more that that son is himself as poor and as 
forlorn as any that be sheltered here this day, or ever shall be.” 

He was soon in the midst of a crowd of boys who were running, 
jumping, playing at ball and leap-frog, and otherwise disporting them- 
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advea, and right noisily, too. They were i^I dressed alike, and in the 
fiushion which in that day prevailed among a«ving*men and ’prentioes' 
—that is to say, each had on the crown of his head a flat black cap 
about the size of a saucer, which was not useful as a covering, it being 
of such scanty dimensions, neither was it ornamental; from beneath it 
the hair fell, unparted, to the middle of the forehead, and was cropped 
straight around; a clerical band at the neck; a blue gown that fitted 
closely and hung as low as the knees or lower; full sleeves; a broad 
red belt; bright yellow stockings, gartered above the knees; low shoes 
with large metal buckles. It was a sufliciently ugly costume. 

The boys stopped their play and flocked about the prince, who 
«aid with native dignity— 

‘Good lads, say to your master that Edward Piince of Wales 
desireth speech with him.” 

A great shout went up, at this, and one rude fellow said— 

“ Marry, art thou his grace’s messenger, beggar ? " 

The Prince’s lace flushed with anger, and his ready hand flew to 
his hip, but there was nothing there. There was a storm of laughter, 
and one boy Mud— 

“ Didst mark lhat ? He fancied he had a sword—belike he is tlie 
prince himself.” 

This sally brought more laughter. Poor Edward drew himseli uj) 
proudly and said— 

“lam the prince; and it ill beseemeth you that feed upon the 
king my fkther’s bounty to use me so.” 

This was vastly enjoyed, as the laughter testified. The youth who 
had first spoken, shouted to his comrades— 

“ Ho, swine, slaves, pensioners of his grace’s princely father, where 
be your manners ? Down on your marrow bones, all of ye, and do 
reverence to his kingly port and royal rags 1 ” 

With boisterous mirth they dropped upon their knees in a body 
and did mock homage to their prey. The prince spurned the nearest 
boy with his foot, and said fiercely— 

• See Note 1 , at end of the volume. 
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“ Take thou that, till the morrow come and I build thee d 
bet! ” 

Ah, but this was not a joke—^this was going beyond fiin. The 
laughter ceased on the instant, and fury took its place. A dozen 
shouted— 

• “ Hale him forth ! To the horse-pond, to the horse-pond 1 Where 
be the dogs ? Ho, there, Lion! ho. Fangs! ” 

Then followed such a thing as England had never seen befcre-— 



the sacred person ot the heir to the throne rudely bufEeted by plebeian 
hands, and set upon and tom by dogs. • 

As night drew to a close that day, the prince found himself f 
down in the close-built portion of the city. His body was brui8ed||^ 
liands were bleeding, and his rags were all besmirched with mmj'* ^ 
wandered on and on, and grew more and more bewildered, an ^ 
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faint he could hardly drag one foot after the other. He had 
.eased to ask questions of anyone, since they brought him only insult 
instead of information. He kept rquttering to himself, “ Offal Court— 
;hat is the name; if I can but find it before my strength is wholly 
spent and I drop, then am I saved—lor his pcoiile will take nie to the 
palace and prove that I am none of theirs, but the true prince, and* I 
ihall have tnine own again.” And now and then his mind reverted to 
bis treatment by those rude Christ’s Hospital boys, and he said, 
‘ When I am king, they shall not have bread and shelter only, bm 
ilso teachings out of books; for a full belly is little worth tvhere tlie 
aaind is starved, and the heart. I will keep tliis diligently in my re¬ 
membrance, that this day’s lesson be not lost upon mo, and my p ’'h 
suffer thereby; for learning softencth the heart and breedeth gei. e- 
aess and charity.” * 

The lights began to twinkle, it came on to rain, the wind rose, id 
j, raw and gusty night set in. The houseless prince, the homeless heir 
:o the throne of England, still moved on, drifting deeper into the maze 
jf squalid alleys where the swarming hives of poverty and misery wi ^ e 
massed together. 

Suddenly a great drunken ruffian collared him and aai<l— 

“ Out to tills time of night again, and hast not brought a farthing 
lome, I warrant me ! If it be so, an’ 1 do not break all the bones in 
by lean body, then am I not John Canty, but some other.” 

The prince twisted himself loose, unconsciously brushed his pro- 
aned shoulder, and eagerly said— 

“ 0, art his father, truly ? Sweet heaven grant it be so—then wilt 
hou fetch him away and restore me ! ” 

“ IJis father ? I know not what thou mean’st; I but know I am 

•/ly father, as thou shalt soon have cause to-” 

“ O, jest not, palter not, delay not!—am worn, I am wounded, 
can bear no more. Take me to the king my father, and he will 
an^' beyond thy wildest dreams. Believe me, man, believe 

boy wi. 


* See Note 2, at end of the volume. 
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me!—I Bpe& no lie, but only tl»e truth!—^put forth thy i»nd 
save me ! lam indeed the Prinae of Wales! ” -, , 

The man stared down, stupefied,-upon the lad, then shook his head 
and muttered— 

“Gone stork mad as any,Tom o’ Bedlam!’’—then collared him 
oilbe more, and said wYfh to coarse laugh and an oath, “ But mad or no 



mad, I and thy Gammer Canty will soon find where the soft plaoef|in 
thy bones lie, or Fm no true man ! ” 

With this he dragged the firantic and straggling prince ind 
disappeared up a front court followed by a delighted and noisy «warm 
of human vermin. 


D 





:30 















87 


CHAPTER V. 

TOM AS A PATniCrAN. 


Tom Canty, left alone in the prince’s cabinet, made good nse of hiy 
opportunity. He turned . 


himself this way and that 
before the great mirror, 
admiring his finery; then 
walktid away, imitating the 
j)rince’s high-bred carriage, 
.-md still observing results 
in the glass. Next he drew 
the beautiful sword, and 
bfiwed, kissing the blade, 
and laying it across his 
breas^ as he had seen a 
noble knight do, by way 
of sfdute to the lieutenant 
of the Tower, five or six 
weeks before, when deliver¬ 
ing the great lords of Nor- 
iblk and Surrey into his 
hands for captivity. Tom 
played with the jewelled 
dagger that hung upon his 
thigh; he examined the 



costly and exquisite orna¬ 


“nbxt he bhew the swoed.” 


ments of the room; he 


tried each of the sumptuous chairs, and thought how proud he would be 




“EmOL\l.D TO fly” 


veij soon bo feU to listening and long¬ 
ing, and c^Sed toy with the pretty 
jEhings about him; he grew uneasy, then 
^|Hl|t1esB, then distressed. Suppose some 

S ^'TOUld come, and catoh him in the - “— 

’s clothes, and the prince not there 

, lain. Might they not hang him at once, and ituiulre into his 
case afterward ? He had hom’d that the great were pr6n9|>t about small 
matters. His fears rose higher and higher; and trembling he softly 
opened the door to the antechamlla*, resolved to fly and seek the prinoe, 
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and, thzough him, < protection and release. Six gorgeous gentleh^ 
servants and two young pages of high degree, clothed like butterfli^^® 
sprang to ^eir feet and bowed low berore him. He stepped quiok^ 
back and shut the door. He said— 

“ Oh, they mock at me! - They will go and tell. Oh I why came 
1-here to cast away my life ? ” 

He walked up and down the floor, filled f / 

with nameless fears, listening, starting at 
every trifling sound. Presently the door 
swung open, and a silken page said— 

“ The Lady Jane Grey.” 

The door , closed and a sweet young 
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iS Canty of Offal Court in the (»ty. I^ithee let me sae^ l^e prince, 
he will of his grace restore to me my rags, unhurt. 

Oh, be thou merciful, and save me 1 ” 

By this time the boy was on his knees, and supplicating with hia 
eyes and uplifted hands as well as with his tongue. The young girl 
seemed horror-stricken. She cried out— . 

“ 0 my lord, on thy knees 7—and to me ! ” 

Then she fled away in fright; and Tom, smitten with despair, sank 
down, murmuring— 

“ There is no help, there is no hope. Now will they come and 
take me.” 

"Whilst he lay there benumbed with terror, dreadful tidings were 
speeding through the palace. The whisper—for it was whispered 
always—flew from menial to menial, from lord to lady, down all the 
long oorridors, from story to story, from saloon to saloon, “ The prince 
haflh gone mad, the prince hath gone mad ! " Soon every saloon, every 
'niarble hall, had its groups of glittering lords and ladies, and other 
groups of dazzling lesser folk, talking earnestly together in whispers, 
and every face had in it dismay. Presently a splendid official came 
marching by these groups, making solemn proclamation— 

“In the Name of the King! 

Let none list to this false and foolisli matter, upon pain of death, nor 
discuss the same, nor carry it abroad. In the name of the King 1' 

The whisperings ceased as suddenly as if the whisperers had ," been 
stricken dumb. 

Sopn there was a general buzz along the corridors, of “ Th:e prince! 
See, the prince comes I ” 

Poor Tom’ came slowly walking past the low-bowing groups, trying 
to bow in return, and meekly gazing upon bis strange sun'oundings 
r.with. bewildered and pathetic eyes. Great nobles walked upon each 
dde bi him, making him lean upon them, and so steady his steps. 
Behind hm followed the court-physicians and some servants. 

Presently ifom foimd himself in a noble apartment of the palace 
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and lieard the door close behind him. Around him stood^jestjr ol 
had come with him. Before him, at a little distance, reclinea'cd 
large and very fat man, with a wide, pulpy face, and a stem exprerle, a» 
His large head was very grey; and his whiskers, which he wore oired 
around his like a frame, were grey also. His clcthiner was of rich 
stuff, but old, and slightly 

frayed in places. One of his | 

swollen legs had a pillow 
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* under it, and was wrapped in bandages. 
There was silence now; and there was no 
head there but was bent in reverence, except 
this man’s. This stern-countenanced invalid 
was the dread Henry Vlll. He said—and his face grew gentle as he 
began to speak— 

“. How now, my lord Edward, my prince ? Hast been minded 
cozen me, the good King thy fiither, who loveth thee, and kindly uf 
thee, with a sorry jest ? ” daise 
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jg Canty o 

, .d he wiltom was listening, as well as his dazed faculties would let 
*^Oh, be fthe beginning of this speech; but when the words “ me the 
B’King” fell upon his ear, his face blanched, and he dropped as 
ey&tantly upon his knees as if a shot had brought him there. Lifting up 
Phis hands, he exclaimed— 

“ Thou the King ? Then am I undone indeed ! ” 



to This speech seemed to stun the King, His eyes wandered from face 

■with> face aimlessly, then rested, bewildered, upon the boy before him. 
aide oen he said in a tone of deep disappointment— 

Behinc.“ Alack, I had believed the rumour disproportioned to the truth; 
Prei fear me ’tis not so.” He breathed a heavy sigh, and said in a 
voice, “ Come to thy father, child : thou art not well.” 
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Tom was assisted to hw feet, and approached the Majesty of 
England, hutnble and trembling. The King took the frightened face 
between his bands, and gazed earnestly and lovingly into it awhile, as 
if seeking some grateful sign of returning reason there, then pressed 
the curly hea4 against his breast, and patted it tenderly. Presently he 
.‘•aid— 

“ Dost not know thy father, child ? Break not mine old heart j 
say thou knpw'st me. Thou dost know me, dost thou not ? ” 

“ Yea: thou art my dread I6rd the King, whom God preserve ! ” 

“ True, true—that is well—be comforted, tremble not so; there is 
none here would hurt thee ; there is none here but loves thee. Thou 
art better now; thy ill dream passeth—is’t not so ? And thou knowest 
thyself now also—is’t not so ? Thou wilt not miscall thyself again, as 
they say thou didst a little while agone ? ” 

“ I pray thee of thy grace believe me, I did but speak the truth, 
most dread lord; for I am the meanest among thy subjects, being a 
pauper born, and ’tis by a sore mischance and accident I am here, 
albeit I was therein nothing blameful. I am but young to die, and 
thou canst save me with one little word. Oh speak it, sir ! ” 

“ Die ? Talk not so, sweet prince—peace, peace, to thy troubled 
heart—thou shall not die! ” 

Tom dropped upon his knees with a glad cry— 

“ God requite thy mercy, oh my King, and save thee long to bless 
thy land 1 ” Then springing up, he turned a joyful face toward the 
two lords in waiting, and exclaimed, “ Thou heard’st it! I am not to 
die: the King hath aaid it! ” There was no movement, save that all 
bowed with grave respect; but no one spoke. He hesitated, a little 
confused, then turned timidly toward the King, saying, “ I may go 
ow ? ” 

♦ 

“ Go ? Surely, if thou desirest. But why not tarry yet a little 
Whither w'ouldst go ? ” 

Tom dropped his eyes, and answered humbly— 

“ Peradventure I mistook; but I did think me free, and so ' 
moved to seek again the kennel where I was born and bred to 
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yet which harboareth my mother and my sisters, and io is home to 
me; whereas these pomps and splendours whereunto I am not used— 
oh, please you, sir, to let me go ! ” 

The King was silent and thoughtful a while, and his face betrayed 
a growing distress and uneasiness. Presently he said, with something 
of hope in hi^ voice— 

“ Perchance he is but mad upon this one strain, 
and hath his wits unmarred as touchetli 



in the same tongue. The King was 

*®.iligllted, and showed it. The lords and doctors manifested their 
» * * 
tification also. The King said— 

’Twas not according to his schooling and ability, but sheweth 

his mind is but diseased, not stricken fatally. - How say you. 
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Hti put a question to Tom in French. Tom -— 

stood silent a moment, embarrassed by having 
so many eyes centred upon him, then said diffidently— 

“ I have no knowledge of this tongue, so please your majesty.” 

The King fell back upon his couch. The attendants flew to his 
assistance; but he put them aside, and said— 

“ Trouble me not—it is nothing but a scurvy faintness, liaise 


ftCS.r-JarAi' 
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ii'. 

me! There, ’tis sufficient. Come hither, child; thei e, rest thy poor 
stpoubled head upon th}" father’s heart, and be at peace. Thou’lt sfjon 
be well: ’tis but a passing fiintasy. Fear thou not; thou’lt soon bt 
well.” Then he turned toward the company : his gentle manner 
changed, and baleful lightnings began to play from li's eyes. He 
said— 

“List ye all! This my son is mad; but it is’not permanent. 
Over-study hath done this, and .somewh..t too’much of n n^iueinent. 



ers! see ye to it. 

Pleasure him with sports, beguile him in wholesome ways, so that his 
health come again.” He raised himself higher still, and went on with 
energy, “He is mad; but he is my son, and England’s heir; and, mad 
or sane, still shall he reign ! And hear ye further, and proclaim it: 
whoso speaketh of this his distemper worketh against the peace and 
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order of these realms, and shall to the gallows 1 . . i,!» i q drink 

—I bum: this sorrow sappeth my strength. . . . 

the cup. . . . Support me. There, that is well. Mad, is 

he a thousand times mad, yet is he Prince of Wales, and I thi 

will confj; ;n it. This very morrow shall he be installed in his prjnce!.j' 

dignity n duo and ancient form. Take instant order for it, my lord 

llertfoi-J.” 



•• The Kingl^ majesty knowetb that the Hereditary Great Marshal 
of England lieth attainted in the Tower. It were not meet that one 
attainted-” 

“ Peace ! Insult not mine ears with his hated name. Is this man 
to live for ever ? Am I t .,e baulked of my will ? Is the prince 
to tarry uninstalled, because, forsooth, the realm lacketh an Earl 
Marshal free of treasonable taint to invest him with his honours? 
No, by the splendour of God 1 Warn my Parliament to bring me 
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Norfolk’s doom before the sun rise again, else shall they answer for it 
grierously! ” • 

"Lord Hertford said— 

“The King’s will is law;” and,^rising, returned to his form' 
place. 

Gradually the wrath faded out of the old King’s face, and he 
said— 

“ Kiss me, my prince. There . . . what fearest thou ? Am I not 
thy loving father ? ” 

“ Thou art good to me that am unworthy, 0 mighty and gracio- 
lord: that in truth I know. But—but—it grieveth me to think of him 
that is to die, and-” 

“ Ah, ’tis like thee, ’tis like thee! I know thy heart is still ihe 
same, even though thy mind hath suffered hurt, for thou wert ever of 
a gentle spirit. But this duke standeth between thee and thine 
honours : I will have another in his stead that shall bring no taint to 
his great office. Comfort thee, ray prince : trouble not thy j>oor head 
with this matter.” 

“But is it not I that speed liim hence, my liege? How long might 
he not live, but for me ? ” 

“ Take no thought of him, my prince: he i.s not worthy. Kiss me 
once again, and go to thy trifles and amusements; for my malady 
distresseth me. I am aweary, and Avould rest. Go with thine uncle 
Hertford and thy people, and come again Avhen my body is re¬ 
freshed." 

Tom, heavy-hearted, was conducted from tlie presence, for tiii.. 
last sentence was a death-blow to the hope he had eftrished that now 
he would be set free. Once more he heard the buzz of low voices 
exclaiming, “ The prince, the prince comes I ” 

His spirits sank lower and lower as he moved between the glitter¬ 
ing files of bowing courtiers; for he recognised that he was indeed a 
oaptive now, and might remain for ever shut up in this gilded cage. 


See Note 3, at end of the volume. 



TOM AS A PATBICIAK. 


a I'orJorn and friendless prince, except God in his mercy take pity on 
him and set Iiim tree. 

And, turn where he would, he seemed to see floating in the air the 
'e\'ered head and tlie rcnienihered face of the great Duke of Norfolk, 
li.c eyes fixed on him reproachfully. 

Ills old dreams had been so pleasant; but tlii.s reality was so 
•lr. ;iry ! 
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CHAPTER VI. 


TO-M KECEIVES INSTRUCTIONS. 

I'OM Wjie conducted to the i)rlnei])al apartment of a nohle .suite, and 
iiade to sit down—a thing which he was loath to do, since tlicre wtie 
Jderly nien and men of liigh 
icgrec about him. He beesed 
hern to l)e seated also, but tliey 
..’ily Tiowed their thank.s or mur¬ 
mured them, and remained stand¬ 
ing. He wouhl liave iusisted, but 
bi.s ‘‘ uncle ” the Earl of Hertford 
’.v]iisj)ered in his ear— 

“ Prithee, insist not, my 
lord; it is not meet tliat 
liny .sit in thy presence.” 

The Ijiord St. John wre 
announced, and after making 
'ibcisanco to Tom, he said— 

“ 1 come upon the king's 
errand, concern¬ 
ing a matter 
which re<]uiretli 
privacy. Will 
it please your 

royal highness •• PKiTHsar insist not.” 

lo di.sDiiss all 

that attend you here, save my lord the Eaid of Hertford ? ” 

.Observing that Tom did not seem to know how to proceed, Hert* 
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ford whispered him to make a sign with his hand, and not tronlilo 
liimself to speak unless he chose. When the waiting gentlemen had 
retired, Lord St. John said— 

“ His majesty commandeth, that for due and weighty reasons of 
state, the prince’s grace shall hide his infirmity in all ways that be 
within his power, till it be passed and he be as be was Iteforc. To 
wit, that he shall deny to none that lie is the true prince, tind heir to 
England’s greatness; that he shall uphold liis princely dignity, and 
shall receive, without word or sign of protest, that reverence and 
observance which unto it do appertain of right and ancient usage ; that 
he shall cease to sjieak to any of that loAidy birth and life his malady 
hath conjured out of the unwholesome imaginings of o'er-wrotighf 
fancy; that he shall strive with diligence to bring unto his memory 
again those faces which he v,as wont to know—and wliere he faileth 
he shall hold his peace, neither betraying by .'•cmblance of surprise oi 
other sign that he hath forgot; that upon occasions of state, when¬ 
soever any matter shall perplex him as to the thing lie should do or 
the utterance he should make, he shall show' nought of unrest to the 
curious that look on, but take advice in that matter of the Lord Hert¬ 
ford, or my humble self, whicli are commanded of the king to be upon 
this service and close at call, till this commandnient be dissolved. 
Thus saith the king’s majesty, who sendeth greeting to your royal 
highness, and prayeth that God will of His mercy cpiickly heal yoti and 
have you now and ever in His holy keeping.” 

The Lord St. John made revei-ence and stood aside. Tom rejrlied, 
resignedly— 

“ The king hath said it. None may palter with the king’s com¬ 
mand, or fit it to his ease, wdiere it doth chafe, with deft evasions. 
The king shall be obeyed.” 

Lord Hertford said— 

“ Touching the king’s majesty’s ordainment concerning books and 
such like serious matters it may peradventure please your highness 
to ease your time with lightsome entertainment, lest you go wearied to 
the banquet and suffer harm thereby.” 




of the city’s banquet which the king's majesty did promise, some 
two months flown, your highness should attend. Thou recallest it 
now ? ” • 

“ It grieves me to confess it had indeed escaped me,” said Tom, in 
a hesitating voice; and blushed again. 

At this moment the Lady Elizabeth and the Lady Jane Grey were 
announced. The two lords exchanged significant glances, and Hert- 
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stepped quickly toward the door. As the young girls passed him, 
he said in a low voice— 

“ I pray ye, ladies, seem uot to observe his humours, nor show sur¬ 
prise when his memory doth lapse—it will grieve you to note how it 
doth stick at every triile.’’ 



lIKUTFilUII AND THU PKINCKSSKK, 

Meantime Lord St. John was saying in Tom’.s ear— 

“Please you, sir, keep diligently in mind his majesty’s desire. 
Remember all thou canst —seem to remember all else. Let them not 
perceive that thou art much changed from thy wont, for thou knowest 
how Jteaderly thy old play-fellows bear thee in their hearts and how 
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’twould grieve them. Art ■willing, sir, that I remain?—^and thine 
uncle ? ” 

Tom signified assent with a gesture and a murmured word, for he 
was already learning, and in his simple heart was resolved to acquit 
himself as best he might, according to the king’s command. 

In sj)ite of every precaution, the conversation among the young 
people became a little embarrassing at times. More than once, in 
truth, Tom was near to breaking down and confessing himself unequal 
to his tremendous part; but the tact of the Princess Elizabeth saved 
liim, or a word from one or the other of the vigilant lords, thrown in 
a])j'arently by chance, had the same hap[)y effect. Once^tbe little 
Lady Jane turned to Tom and di-^iuayed him with this question,— 

“Hast paid thy duty to the qu-en't majesty to-day, my lord ? ” 

Tom hesitated, looked distressed, and was about to stammer out 
S'miething at hazard, when Lord St. John took the word and ausv/ered 
ibr him with the easy grace or' a courtier accustomed to eiicoun er 
delicate difficulties and to lie ready for them— 

“ He hath iiuleed, madam, and she did greatly hearten him, as 
uiticlung lus majesty’s eundition ; is it not so, your highness ? ’’ 

Tom mumbled something tliat stood lor assent, but felt that bo was 
getting upon dangerous ground. iSomewhat later it was mentioned that 
'J'om was to study no more at j rescut, wliereiijiou her little lady.ship 
e.xclaimed— 

“ ’Tis a I'ity, ’tis sueli a jiity ! Thou wort proceeding bravely, 
r.ut bide tby'time in patience: it will not be fur long. Tliou’lt vet 
be graced with Jearning like tJjy liither, and tnake thy tongue mastfr-r 
of as many languages a.s his, good my ])rince.” 

“ My father ! ” cried Tom, off' his guard for the moment. “ 1 trow 
he cannot sjieak hi.s own so that any but tlie swiue that kennel 
in the styes may tell Ids meaning; and as for learning of any sort 
soever-” 

He looked up and encountered a solemn warning in my Lord St. 
John’s eyes. 

He stopped, blushed, then continued low and sadly; “Ah, my 
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malady pcrsecuteth me again, and my mind wandereth. I meant die 
king’s grace no irreverence/’ 

“ We know it, sir,” said the Princess Elizabeth, taking her “ bro¬ 
ther’s ” hand between her two palms, respectfully but caressingly; 
“ trouble not thyself as to that. The fault is none of thine, but thy 
distemper’s.” 

“ Thou’rt a gentle comforter, sweet lady," said Tom, gratefully, 
“and my heart moveth me to thank thee for’t, an’ I may be so bold.” 

Once the giddy little Lady Jane fired a simple Greek phrase at 
Tom. The Princess Elizabeth’s quick eye saw by the serene blankness 
of the tajget’s front that the shaft was overshot; so she tranquilly 
delivered a return volley of sounding Greek on Tom’s behallj and then 
straightway changed the talk to otlier matters. 

Time wore on pleasantly, and likewise smoothly, on the whole. 
Snags and sandbars grew less and less frequent, and Tom grew more 
and more at his ease, seeing that all were so lovingly bent upon hel[)- 
ing him and overlooking his mi.siakes. When it came out that the 
little ladies were to accompany him to the Lord Mayor’.s bamjuet in 
the evening, his heart gave a bound of ndief and delight, for he felt 
that he should not be friendles.-i, now, among that multitude of stran¬ 
gers ; whereas, an hour earlier, the idea of their going with him would 
have been an insupportable terror to him. 

Tom’s guardian angels, the two lords, had Lad less comfort in the 
interview than the other parties to it. They felt much as if they 
were piloting a great ship through a dangerous channel; they w'cre 
on the alert constantly, and found their office no child’s play. Where¬ 
fore, at last, when the ladies’ visit was drawing to a close and the 
Lord Guilford Dudley was announced, they not only felt that their 
charge had been sufficiently taxed for the present, but also that they 
themselves were not in the best condition to take their ship back and 
make their anxious voyage all over again. So they respectfully ad¬ 
vised Tom to excuse himself, which he was very glad to do, although 
a slight shade of disappointment might have been observed upon my 
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LaJy Jane’s face when she heard the splendid stripling denied admit- 


There was a pause now, a sort of waiting silence which Tom 
could not understand. lie glanced at Lord Hertford, who gave him a 
sign—but he failed to understand that also. The ready Eluabeth 
came to the rescue with her usual easy grace. She 
. made reverence and said— 



“ Have we leave of the prince’s grace my brother to go ? " 


Tom said-r- 

“ Indeed your ladyships can have whatsoever of me they will, for 
the asking; yet would I rather give them any other thing that in my 
poor power lieth, than leave to take the light and blessing of their pre¬ 
sence hence. Give ye good den, and God be with ye! ” Then he 
smiled inwardly at the thought, “’Tis not for nought I have dwelt but 
among princes in my reading, and taught my tongue some slight trick 
of their broidered and gracious speech withal! ” 








eence of Sir William Herbert. This gentleman came straightway, and 
conducted Tone to an inner apartment. Tom's first movement there 
was to reach for a cup of water; but a silk-and-velvet servitor seized 
it, dropped upon one knee, and offered it to him on a golden salver. 
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Next the tired captive sat down and was going to^' 
buskins, timidly asking leave with liis eye, but another 
discomforter went down upon his knees and took the office 
lie made two or three further efforts to help himself, but'^®**®' 
promptly forestalled each time, he finally gave up, with a sigh^® 
resignation and a murmured “ Beshrew me, but I marvel they do no* 
re luiic to breathe for me also ! ” Slipjiored, and wrapped in a sumptu¬ 
ous robe, he laid himself down at last to rest, but not to sleep, for 
Ills head was too full of tlionghts and the room too full of people. 
He could not dismiss the former, so they stayed; he did not know 
eiiougli to dismiss the latter, so they stayed also, to bis vast regret— 
and theirs. 

Toni’s departure had left his two nobler guardians alone. They 
mused a while, with much head shaking and walking the floor, then 
Lord St. John sai<l— 

“ Plainly, what dost thou think ? ” , 

‘‘Plainly, then, this. The king is near his end; my nephew is 
mad—mad will riiount the throne, and mad remain. God protect 
England, since she will need it! ” 

“ Verily it prorniseth so, indeed. But ... have you no misgivings 
as to ... as to . . . ” 

The speaker he.xitated, and finally stopped. He evidently felt that 
he w'as upon delicate ground. Lord Hertford stopped before him, 
looked into his face with a clear, frank eye, and said— 

“ Speak on—there is none to hear but mo. Misgivings as to 
what ? ” 

“ I am full loath to word the thing that is in my mind, and thou so 
near to him in hldod, my lord. But craving, pardon if I do offend, 
seemeth it not strange that mSidness could so change his port and 
manner ?—not but that his port and speech are princely still, but that 
they differ, in one unweighty trifle or another, from what his custom 
was aforetime. ' Seemeth it not strange that madness should filch from 
his memory his father’s very lineaments; the customs and observances 
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When the Jie from such as be about hii*; and, leaving him his Latin, 
keepers andof liis Greek and French ? My lord, be not offended, but 
“ May mind of its disquiet and receive my grateful thanks. It 

corner eth me, his saying he was not the prince, and so-” 

T'‘ Peace, my lord, thou utterest treason! Hast forgot the king's 
..ommand ? Remember I am party to thy crime if I but listen.'' 

St. John paled, and hastened to say— 



“ I was in fault, I do confes.s it. Betray me not, grant me this 
grace out of thy courte.«y, and' I will neither think nor speak of this 
thing more. Deal not Imrdly with me, sir, else am I ruiin»d.” 

am content, my lord. So thou offend not again, here or in the 
ears of others, it shall be as though thou hadst not spoken. But thou 
needst not have misgivings. He is my sister’s son; arc not his voice, 
his face, his form, familiar to me from hk cradle? Madness can do 



TOM RECEIVES INSTRUCTIONS. 


ill the odd conflicting things thou seest in him, fnd more. Dost not 
lecall how that the old Baron Marley, being mad, forgot the favour of 
his own countenance that he had known for sixty years, and held it 
Aas another’s; nay, even claimed he was the son of Mary Magdalene, 
ard that his head was made of Spanish glass; and, soothe to say, he 
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siifTerod none to touch it, lest by inischance some heedless hand might 
shiver it ? Give thy misgivings easement, good my lord. This is the 
very prince—I know him well—and soon will be thy king; it may 
advantage thee to bear this in mind, and more dwell tijwn it than the 
other.” 

After some further talk, in which the Lord St. John covered up his 
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mistake as well as he could by repeated protests that his faith was 
thoroughly gronncled now, and could not be assailed by doubts again, 
the Lord Hertford relieved his fellow-keeper, and sat down to keep 



watch and ward alone, 
lie was soon deep in me¬ 
ditation, and evidently the 
longer he thought, the more 
he was bothered. By and 
V)y he began to pace the 
floor and mutter. 

“ Tush, he must be the 
prince! Will any he in all 
the land maintain there can 
be two, not of one blood 
and birth, so marvellously 
twinned? And even were 
it 80 , ’twere yet a stranger 
miracle that chance sluiuld 
cast the one into the other’s: 
place. Nay, ’tis folly, folly, 
folly! ” 

Presently he said— 

“ Now were he impo-stor 
and called himself prince, 
look you that would be 
natural; that would be rea¬ 
sonable. But lived ever an 
impostor yet, who, being 
called prince by the king, 


prince by the court, prince 


by all, dented his dignity and pleaded against his exaltation ? No! 


By the soul of St. Swithin, no ! This is the true prince, gone mad ! ” 
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CHAPTER VII. 

tom’s FlUST KOYAL DINKEn. 

Somewhat after one in the afternoon, Tom re¬ 
signedly underwent the ordeal of being dresse.l 
for dinner. He found himself as finely clothed, 
as before, but everything different, everything 
changed, from his ruflf to his stock¬ 
ings. He was presently conducted 
with much state to a spacious and 
ornate ajjurtment, where a table 
was already set for one. Its 
furnititre was all of mas^ 
gold, and beautified 
with designs which 
well-nigh made it 
priceless, since they 
were the work of 
Benvenuto, The 
room was haK-filled with noble servitors, A 
chaplain said grace, and Tom was about to ‘fell 
to, for hunger had long been constitutional 
with him, but was interrupted by my lord the 
Earl of Berkeley, who fastened a napkin about 
his neck; for the great post of Diaperers to the 
Princes of Wales was hereditary in this noble¬ 
man’s family. Tom’s c»pbearcr wa8 |a:eaent, 
and forestalled all his attempts to help himself 
F a 
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1o vrine. The Tester to his highness the Triooe of Wales’ wae there 
also, prepared to taste any suspicious dish upon requirement, and run 
the l?sk of being poisoned. He was only an ornamental appendage at 
this time, and was seldom called upon to e-xercise his function; but 
tiiere had been times, not many generations past, when the office of 
taster had its perils, and was not a grandeur to be desired. Wliy they 
did not use a dog or a plumber seems strange; but all the ways of 
royalty are strange. My Lord d’Arcy, First Groom of the Chamber, 
'^vas there, to dp goodness knows what; but there he was—let that suf¬ 
fice, The Iiord Chief Butler was there, and stood behind Tom’s chair, 
oyasseeing the solemnities, under command of the Lord Great Steward 
and the Lord Head Cook, who stood near. Tom had three hundred 
and eighty-four servants beside these; but they were not all in that 
room, of course, nor the quarter of them ; neither was Tom aware yet 
thditiiey existed. 

All those that were present had been well drilled within the hour 
to rfemember that the prince was temporarily out of his head, and to 
be careful to show no surprise at his vagaries. These “ vagaries ” were 
seen on exhibition before them; but they only moved their compassion 
and their sorrow, not tlieir mirth. It was a heavy affliction to them to 
see the beloved prince so stricken. 

Poor Tom ate with his fingers mainly; but no one smiled at it, or 
eve* seemed to observe it. He inspected hi.s napkin curiously, and 
,witij deep interest, for it was of a very dainty and beautiful fabric, 
then said with simplicity— 

“ Prithee, take it away, lest in mine tmheedfulness it be soiled.” 

The Hereditary Diaperer took it away with reverent manner, and 
without, word or protest of any sort. 

Tom examined the turnips and the lettuce with interest, and asked 
what tihey were, and if they were to be eaten; for it was only re¬ 
cently that men had begun to raise these things in England in place 
of importing them as luxuries from Holland.* His question was 
angered with gtave reqject, and no surprise manifested; ' 'When he 

> See Note 4 , at end of volume. 
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had finished his dessert, he filled his pockets with nuts; but nobody ap¬ 
peared to be aware of it, or disturbed by it. Biit the jrext moment 
was himself distturbed 
by it, and showed dis¬ 
composure ; for this 
was the only service 
he had been jjermit- 
ted to do with his 
own hands during the 
meal, and he did not 
doubt that he had 
done a moat improper 
and unprincely thing. 

At that moment the 
muscles of his nose 
lii'gau to twitcl), and 
the end of that organ 
to lift and wrinkle. 

This continued, ami 
Tom began to evince a 
growing distres.s. He 
looked appealingly, first 
other of the lords about 
into his eyes. They sprang forward with dis¬ 
may in their faces, and begged to know his 
trouble. Tom said with genuine anguish— 

1 crave your indulgence: my nose itcheth 
cruelly. What is the custom and usage in 

this emergence ? Prithee, speed, for ’tis but a little time that I can 
bear it.” 

None smiled ; but all were sore perplexed, and looked one tb the 
other in deep tribulation for counsel. But behold, .here was a dead 
wall, and nothing in English history to tell how to get oVer it. The 
Master of Ceremonies was not present: there was no one who felt safe 



‘TOM .VTE WITH HIS 
FINOEKS.” 
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*0 VQiliire*Tjpon this uncharted sea, or risk the attempt to solve this 
s'^^mn probl^* Alas! there was no Hereditary Scratcher. Meantime 
the tears had overflowed their banka, and begun to trickle down Tom’s 
cheeks. His twitching nose was pleading more urgently than ever for 
relief. At last nature broke down the barriers of etiquette: Tom lifted 
up an inward prayer for pardon if he was doing wrong, and brought 
relief to the burdened hearts of his court by scratching his nose himself. 

His meal being ended, a lord cnme and held before him a broad, 

shallow, golden dish 
with fragrant rose¬ 
water in it, to cleanse 
his mouth and fingers 
with; and my lord the 
Hereditary Diaporer 
stood by with a nap¬ 
kin for his use. Tom 
gazed at the dish a 
puzzled moment or 
two, then raised it to'' 
his lips, and gravely 
took a draught. Then 
he returned it to the waiting lord, and 
said— 

“ Nay, it likes me not, my lord: it 
hath a pretty flavour, but it wanteth 
strength.” 

This new eccentricity of the prince’s 
ruined mind made all the hearts about liim ache; but the sad sight 
moved none to merriment, 

Tom’s next unconscious blunder was to get up and leave the table 
ju^ when the chaplain had taken his stand behind his chair, and with 
uplifeed‘hands, ,and closed, uplifted eyes, was in the act of beginning 
the blessing. Still nobody seemed to perceive that the prince had 
doD0 ft thing unusual. 



‘HJ5 GRATKtY TOOK A 
DBACGHT.” 



TOM'S FIRST ROYAL BmNER. tl 

By his own request our small friend was now conducted td Mis 
frivate cabinet, and left there alone to his own devices. Hanging 
upon hooks in the oaken wainscotting were the several pieces of a suit 
of shining steel armour, covered all over with beautiful designs exqui¬ 
sitely inlaid in gold. This martial 
panoply belonged to the true 
prince—a recent present from 
Madam Pan* the Queen. Tom put 
on the greaves, the 
gauntlets, the plumed 
] lelmet, and such other 
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minded to call for help and 
complete the matter, but bethought him of the nuts 
he had brought away, from dinner, and the joy it 
would be to eat them with no crowd to eye him, and no Grand Here- 
■ditaries to pester him witli undesired services; so he restored the 
pretty things to their several places, and soon was cracking nuts, 
and feeling almost naturally happy for the first time since God for 
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his sins bad made him a prince. When the nuts were all gone, he 
stumbled upon some inviting books in a closet, among them one about 
the etiquette of the English court. This was a prize. He lay down 
upon a sumptuous divan, and proceeded to instruct himself with honest 
zeal. Let us leave him there for the present. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

THE QUESTION OF THE SEAL. 

\i!OUT five o’clock Henry VHI. awoke uit of an unrefrosliing nap, 
ind mnttered to Iiimscif, ‘‘ Trou1)lous dreams, troublous dreams I 
Mine end now at liand; so say these warnings, and my failing 
•iilses do confirm it.” Presently a wicked light flamed up in his eye, 
!ul he muttered, “ Yet will ;..jt I lie till he go before.” 

His .'(.ttendants jiercciving that he was awake, one* of them asked 
his pleasure conceruiug tlie Lord Chancellor, who was waiting 
.1 iihuut. 

“ Admit hint, admit him ! ‘ exclaimed the King eagerly. 

The Lord Chancellor cniorcd, a' . l knelt by the King’.s couch, say¬ 
ing— 

“ 1 have given order, and, according to the King’s command, the 
oeers of the realm, in ilieir robes, do notv stand at the bar of the. 
House, where, having confirmed the Duke of Norfolk’s doom, they 
humbly wait liis majesty’s furtber plesisure in the matter.” 

The King’s face lit up with a fierce joy. Said he— 

‘ Lift me up ! In mine own person will I go before my Par- 
iiament, and with me own hand will I seaf the warrant that rids me 
of-” 

His voice failed ; an ashen pallor swept the flush from his cheeks; 
and the attendants eased him back upon his pillows, and hurriedly 
assisted him with restoratives. Presently he said sorrowfully— 

Alack, how have I longed for this sweet hour ! and lo, too late it 
cometh, and I am robbed of this so coveted chance. But speed ye. 
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speed ye! let others do this happy o^ce eith ’tis denied to me. I, put 
«iy €freat Seal in commission: choose thou the lords that shall compose 
it, and get ye to your work. Speed ye, man ! Before the sun shall 
rise and set again, bring me his head that I may see it.” 

“ According to the King’s command, so shall it be. Will’t please 
your majesty to order that the Seal be now restored to me, so that I 
may forth upon the business 7 ” 

“ The Seal ? Who keepeth the Seal but thou ? ” 



“ Please your majesty, you did take it from me two days since, 
saying it should no more do its office till your own royal hand should 
use it upon tlie Duke of Norfolk’s warrant.” 

, “Why, so in sooth I did: I do remember it. . . . What did I 
Mfitli it? ... I am very feeble. ... So oft these days doth my 

memory play the traitor with me. . . . ’Tis strange, strange-” 

i||jl|£^6 King dropped into inarticulate mumblings, shaking his grey 
Weakly from time to tinaffe, and gropingly trying to recollect what 
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/le Imd done with the Seal. At last my Lord Hertford ventured to 
kneel and oifcr information- 

“ Sire, if that I may be so bold, here be several that do remember 
with me how that you gave the Great Seal into the hands of his high¬ 
ness the Prince of Wales to keep against the day that-” 

“ True, most true 1 ” interrupted the King. “ Fetch it! Go: 
♦iraeflielhl’ 

Lord Hertford flew to Tom, but returned to the King before very 
long, troubled and empty-hauded. He delivered himself to this 
'■fleet— 

It grieveth me, my lord the King, to hem* so heavy and unwel¬ 
come tidings; but it is the will of God tliat the prince’s affliction 
ibideth still, and he cannot recall to mind that be received the Seal. 
So came I quickly to report, thinking it were waste of precious time, 
ind little worth withal, thai. any should attempt to search the long 
array of chambers and saloons that belong unto his rojral high-” 

A groan from the King interrupted my lord at this point. After 
a little w'hile his majesty said, with a deep sadness in his tone— 

“ Trouble him no more, poor cliild. The' hand of God lieth heavy 
upon him, and my heart goeth out in loving compassion for him, and 
sorrow that I may not bear his burden on min'e own old trouble- 
weighted shoulders, and so bring him peace.” 

He closed his eyes, fell to mumbling, and presentlj' was. silent. 
After a time he opened his eyes again, and gazed vacantly around 
liintil his glance rested upon the kneeling Lord Chancellor. Instantly, 
his face flushed with wrath— 

“ What, tliou here yet! By the glory of God, an’ tliou gettest 
not about that traitor’s business, thy mitre shall have holiday the 
tnorrow for lack of a head to grace withal! ” 

The trembling Chancellor answered— 

“ Good your majesty, 1 cry you mercy! I but waited for the. 
Seal.” 

“ Man, hast lost thy wits ? The small Seal which aforethne I was 
wont to take with me abroad lieth in my treasury. And, since the 
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Great Seal hatli flown away, shall not it suflice? Hast lost thy wits? 
Begone ! And hark ye—come no more till thou do bring his head.” 

The poor Chancellor was not long in removing himself from this 
dangerous vicinity; nor did the commission waste time in giving the- 
royal assent to the work of the slavish Parliament, and appointing the 
morrow for the belieading of the premier peer of England, the luckless 
Duke of Norfolk.* 

’ See Note 5, at end of volume. 
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CHAPTEll IX. 

THE KIVEK rAOE.\ST. 

At nine in the evening ilie whole vast river-front o£ the palace was 
i)lazing with light. The river iisoit, is far as the eye could reach 
citywards, was st#thickly covered with -watermen’s boats'And with 
ji'easure-barges, all fringed co'oured lanterns, and gently agitated 
iiy i.i)e waves, that it resembled .a glotving and limitless garden of 
flowers stirred to soft tnotion by summer winds. Tho grand terrace 
nl' “tone steps leading down to the water, spacious enough to mass tlie 
army of a German principality upon, was a picture to see, with its 
ranks of royal halberdier.s in polished armour, and its troops of 
brilliantly costumed .servitors flitting up and down, and to and fro, in 
tlio hurry of preparation. 

Presently a conimand was given, and immediately all living crea- 
lures vanished from the stejis. Now the air was heavy with the hush 
oi' suspense and expectancy. As far as one’s vision could carry, he 
, might see the myriads of people in the boats rise up, and shade their 
eyes from the glare of lanterns and torches, and gaze towiird the 
]ialace. 

A file of forty or fifty state barges drew up to the steps. They 
^verc richly gilt, and their lofty prows and sterns were elaborately 
carved. Some.of them were decorated with banners and streamers; 
some with cloth-of-gold and arras embroidered with coats-of-arms; 
others with silken flags that had numberless little silver bells fastened 
to them, which shook out tiny showers of joyous music whenever the 
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breezes fluttei-ed tliem; ctliers of yet higlier preten•^ions, siu^e-s^ej 
l>elonged to nobles in the prince’s ^ 


immediate service, had their sides ‘ '' 

picturesquely fenced with shields 
gorgeously emblazoned with ar¬ 
morial bearings. Each state barge ! ^ 
was towed by a tender. Besides 
the rowers, these tenders c.irried 
each a number ,pf men-at-arms \ 
in glossy helmet and breastplate, ’ if- 

and a company of mxisiciaiis. —^ hIBHUH BHBB * j Pi 

The advance guard of the e\- * | 

pected procession now appeared ' “ ]■ i 
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m the gteaf gatewa}, a tiooji 

-- „l halberditis. “ They weu 

dressed in striped hose of black and tiwny, velvet caps graced at the 



rSK RIVER PA0EANf. 83 

Sidf^’^syith ailvet rOses^ anA^^blets of murrey and blue clotbt eiflbrbi- 
derfed bn the front and bock with tlie three feathers, the prince’s blazon, 
woven- in gold. Their halberd staves were covered with crimmn velvet, 
iiistened with gilt nails, and ornamented with gold tassels. Filing off on 
the right and left’, they formed two long lines, extending from the gate, 
way of the i^lace to the water’s edge. A thick, rayed cloth or carpet was 
uier mifolded, and laid down between them by attendants in the gold- 
iind-cfitnson liveries of the prince. This done, a flourish of trumpets 
resounded from within. A lively prelude aro.se from the musicians on 
the water; and two ushers with white wand.s marched with a slow and 
^tatiOy pace from the porUil. They were followed by an officer bear¬ 
ing the civic mace, after whom came another carrying the city’s 
-word ; then several sergeants of tlie city guard, in their full accoutre- 
iiioifs, and witli liadge.s on tlieir sleeves; tlienthe garter king-at-arms, 
u ids tabard; then several hmghts of the bath, each with a white lace 
ri ids sleeve; then their esquires; then the judges, in their robes of 
-cadet and coils; tlien the lord bigh chancellor of England,,in a robe 
■ scarlet, open before, and purfled with minever; then a deputation 
oi ablermim, in their scarlet cloaks; and then the heads of the different 
•ivij companies, in tlieir robes of .state. Now came twelve French 
.• nilemen, in splendid habiliments, consisting of jjourpoints of White 
damask liarred with gold, short mantles of crimson velvet lined with 
violet taffeta, and carnation-coloured hauts-de-chausses, and took their 
u ay down the steps. They were of the suite of the French ambassa- 
<lor, ami were followed by twelve cavaliers of the suite of the Spanish 
ionbassador, clothed in black velvet, unrelieved by any ornament. 
Kolitiwing these came several great Englisli nobles with their attend- 
auts.’’ 

Tliere was a flourish of trumpets within; and the prince’s uncle, 
the fnuire great Duke of Somerset, emerged from the gateway, ar- 
liived in a “ doublet of black clotli-of-gold, and a cloak of crimson 
satin flowered with gold, and ribanded with nets of silver.” He 
turned, doffed bis plumed cap, bent bis body in a low’reverence,‘and 
begun to step backward, bowing at each step. A prolonged trum- 
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pet-blast followed, and a proclamation, “Way for the high and 
mighty, the Lord Edward, Prince of Wales! ” High aloft on the 
palace walls a long line of red tongues of flame leaped forth -with a 
thunder-crash; the massed -world on the river burst into a mighty 

roar of welcome; and Tom 
' 1 Canty, the cause and hero of 

it all, stepped into view and 
slightly bowed his princely 
head. 

' lie -was “ magnificently 

habited in a doublet of white 
satin, with- a front-piece of 
pur])Ie cloth-of-tissue, powder-, 
ed with diamonds, and edged 
; with ermine. Over this he 
^ wore a mantle of white doth- 
S of-gold, pounced with the 
triple-leather crest, lined with 
j blue satin, set with pearls and 
precious stones, and fastened 
with a clasp of brilliants. 
About his neck hung the 
order of the Garter, and se- 
n,, jj jrj; veral princely foreign orders;” 

and wherever light fell upon 

“TOM CASTY STKl'l-KD INTO VIKW. ' 1 J 1 -.1 

him, jewels responded wuth a 
blinding flash. O Tom Canty, born in !i hovel, bred in the gutters of 
London,familiar with rags and dirt and misery, what a spectacle is this 1 



























88 


THE PRINCE IN TSE TOILS. 


so great was the timnoil. "the prince continued to struggle for free¬ 
dom, and to rage against the treatment he was suffering, iintil John 
Canty lost what little patience was left in him, and raised his oaken 
cudgel in a sudden fury over the prince’s head. The single pleader for 
the lad sprang to stop the mans arm, and the blow descended tipon his 
own wrist. Canfy roared out,— 

‘‘ Thou’lt meddle, wilt thou 7 Then have thy reward.” 

His cudgel crashed down upon the meddler’s head: there was a 
groan, a dim form sank to the ground among the feet of the crowd, 
and ■flie next moment it lay there in the dark alone. The mob pressed 
on, their enjoyment nothing disturbed by this episode. 

Presently the prince found himself in John Canty’s abode, wuth 
the door closed against the outsiders. By the vague light of a talloAv 
candle which was thrust into a bottle, he made out the main features 
of the loathsome den, and also the occupants of it. Two frowsy girls 
and a middle-aged woman cowered against the wall in one corner, 
with the aspect of animals habituated to hafsh usage, and expecting 
and dreading it now. From another corner stole a withered hag with 
streaming grey hair and malignant eyes. John Canty stiid to this 
one,— 

Tarry ! There’s fine mummeries here. Mar them not till thou’st 
enjoyed them: then let thy hand be heavy as thou wilt.—Stand forth, 
lad. Now say thy foolery again, an thou’st not forgot it. Name ihy 
name. Who art thou ? ” 

The insulted blood mounted to the little prince’s cheek once more, 
and he lifted a steady and indignant gaze to the man’s face and said,_ 

“ ’Tis but ill-breeding in such as thou to command me to speak. 1 
tell thee now, as I told thee before, I am Edward, Prince of Wales 
and none other.” 

The stunning surprise of this reply nailed the hag’s feet to the 
floor where she stood, and almost took her breath. She stared at the 
prince in stupid amazement, which so amused her ruffianly son, that' 
he burst into a roar of laughter. But the effect upon Tom Canty’s 
JSOther and sisters was different. Their dread of, bodily injuiy gave 
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way at onco to distress of a different sort. They ran forward with woe- 
and dismay in their faces, exclaiming,— 

“ Oil, poor Tom, poor lad ! ” 

The mother fell on her knees before the prince, put her hands 
upon his shoulders, and gazed yearningly into his fare through her 
rising tears. Then she said,— 



ing hath wrought its ! 

■woeful work at last, 
and fa’en thy wit * 

away. Ah ! tvliy didst thou cleave to it when I so warned thee 
’gainst it ? Thou’st broke thy mother’s heart.” 

The prince looked into her face, and said gently,— 

“ Thy son is well, and hath not lost his wits, good dame. Comfort 
thee : let me to the palace where he is, and straightway will the Kii^ 
my father restore him to thee.” 

“ The King thy father! Oh, my child ! unsay these words that be 
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freighted with death for thee, and ruin for all that be near to thee. 
Shake off this gruesome dream. Call back thy poor vrandering 
memory. Look upon me. Am not I thy mother that bore thee, and 
loTeth thee ? ” 

The prince shook his head and reluctantly said,— 

“ God knoweth I am loth to grieve thy heart; but truly have I 
never looked upon thy face before.” 

The woman sank back to a sitting posture on the floor, and, cover¬ 
ing her eyes Avith her hands, gave way to heart-broken sobs and 
Availings. 

“ Let the shoAV go on! ” shouied Canty. “ What, Nan!—what,'Bet! 
mannerless wenches ! Avill ye sttind in the prince’s presence 1 Upon 
your knees, ye pauper scum, and do him reverence ! ” 

He followed this Avith another horse-laugh. The girls began to 
plead timidfy for their brother; and Nan said, — 

“ An thou Avilt but let him to bed, father, rest and sleep AvilJ heal 
his madness: prithee, do.” 

“ Do, father,” said Bet: “ he is more avow tlian is his Avont. To¬ 
morrow will he be himself again, and Avill beg with diligence, an<l 
come not empty home again.” 

This remark sobered the father’s joviality, and brought his mind 
to busine.ss. lie turned angrily upon the jn iuce, and Siud,— 

“ The morrow must we pay tAvo ]>eiinies to him that OAvns this 
hole; two pennies, mark ye, — all this money for a half-year’s rent, 
else out of this we go. ShoAV Avhat thou’st gathered Avitli thy lazy 
begging.” 

The prince said,— 

“ Offend me not Avith thy sordid matters. I tell thee again I am 
the King’s son.” 

A sounding' blow upon the priuce’s shoulder from Canty’s broad 
palm sent him staggering into goodwife Canty’s arms, who clasped 
him to her breast, and sheltered him from a pelting rain of cuff-, 
and slaps by interposing her own person. The frightened girls re¬ 
treated to their corner; but the grandmother stepped eagerly forward ' 
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to assist her son.* The prince sprang away from Mrs. Canty, eJtclaim- 


“ Thon slialt not suffer for.me, madam. Let these swine do tiieir 
will upon me alone.” 

This speech infuriated the swine to such a degree that they set 
about their work without waste of time. Between them they bela- 
1 loured the boy right soundly, and then gave the girls and their mother 
a beating for showing sympathy for the victim. 

“ Now,” said Canty, “ to bed, all of ye. The entertainment has 

tired me.” 

The light 
was put out, 
and the family 
retired. As 
soon as the 
snoirinj^of the 
head of the 
house and his 
mother show¬ 
ed that they 
were asleep, 
the young girls 
crept to where 
the prince lay, 

.•Old (.(ivcrcd him tenderly from the cold 
wiiii .-iraw and rags; and their tnother 
crept to him also, and stroked his hair, and 
cried over him, whispering broken"^vords of 
conifort and couipa.ssion in his ear the while. She had saved a morsel 
for him to eat, also; but the boy’.s pains had swept away all appetite,— 
at least for black and tasteless crusts, lie ‘was touched by her brave 
and costly defence of him, and by her commiseration; and he thanked 
her in very noble and princely words, and begged her to go to her 
sleep and try to forget her sorrow.s. And he added that the King 
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hifl father would not let her loyal kindness and devotion go unrewarded. 
This return to his “madness” broke her heart anew, and she straltied 
him to her breast again and again, and then went back, drowned in 
tears, to her bed. 

As she lay thinking and mourning, the suggestion began to creep 
into her mind that there was an undefinable something about this boy 
that was lacking in Tom Canty, mad or sane. She could not describe 
it, .she could not tell just what it was, and yet her sharp mother-instinct 
seemed to detect it and perceive it. What if the boy were really not 
her son, after all ? Oh, absurd ! She almost smiled at the idea, spite 
of her griefs and troubles. IVo matter, she found that it was an idea 
that would not “ down,” but persisted in haunting her. It pursued 
her, it harassed her, it clung to her, and refused to be put away or 
ignored. At last she perceived that there wiis not going to be any 
peace for her until she should devise a test that should prove, clearly 
and without question, whether this lad was her son or not, and so 
banish these wearing and worrying doubts. Ah, yes, this was plainly 
the right way out of the difficulty ; therefore she set her wits to work 
at once to contrive that test. But it w'as an easier thing to propose 
than to accomplish. She turned over in her mind one promising test 
after another, but was obliged to relinquish them all—none of theui 
were absolutely stxre, absolui,ely perfect; and an imperfect one could 
not satisfy her. Evidently she was racking her head in' vain—-it 
seemed manifest that she must give the matter up. While this de¬ 
pressing thought was passing through her mind, her ear caught the 
regular breathing of the boy, and she knew he had fallen asleep. And 
while she listened, the measured breathing was broken by a soft, startled 
cry, such as one utters in a troubled dream. This chance occurrence 
furnished her instantly with a plan worth all her laboured tests, 
combined. She at once set herself feverishly, but noiselessly, to work, 
to relight her candle, muttering to herself, “ Had I but seen him 
fhen, I should have known! ^Since that day, when he was little, that 
the powder burst in his face, he hath never been startled of a sudden 
out of his dreams or out of his thinkings, but he hath cast his hand 
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be^re his eyes, even as he did that day; and not as others would do 
it, with the palm inward, but always with the palm turned, outward— 
I have seen it a hundred times, and it hath never varied nor ever 
failed. Yes, I shall soon know, now ! ” 

By this time she had crept to the slumbering boy’s side, with'the 
candle, shaded, in her hand. She bent heedfully and warily over 
him, scarcely breathing in her suppressed excitement, and suddenly 
flashed the light in his face and struck the floor by his ear with her 



knuckles. The sleeper’s eyes sprang wide 
open, and he cast a startled stare about 


him—but he made no special movement with his hands. 

The poor woman was smitten almost helpless with surprise and 
grief; but she contrived to hide her emotions, and to soothe the boy to 

4 

sleep again; then .slie crept ajxirt and communed miserably with her¬ 
self upon tlie disastrous result of her experiment. She tri^d to believe 
that her Tom’s m.adnes's liad banished this habitual gesture of his;'.but' 
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she coidd not do it, “ No,” she said, '• his hands are not mad, they 
could not unlearn so old a habit in so brief a time. Oh, this is a heavy 
d«iy for me ! ” 

Still, hope was as stubborn ,pow as doubt had been before; she 
could not bring herself to accept the verdict of the test; she must try 
the thing again—the failure must have been only an accident; so she 
startled the boy out of his sleep a second and a third time, at intervals 
—with the same result which had marked the first test; then she 
dragged herself to bed, and fell sorrowfully asleep, saying, “But I 
cannot give him up—oh no, 1 cannot, 1 cannot—he must be my boy ! ” 

The poor mother’s interruptions having ceased, and the prince’s 
pains having gradually lost their ])ower to disturb him, utter weariness 
at last sealedliis eyes in a profound and restful sleep. Hour after hour 
slipped away, and still ho slept like the dead. Thus four or five hours 
passed. Then his stupor began to lighten. Presently while half asleep 
and half awake, he murmured,— 

“ Sir William ! ”, 

. After a moment— 

“ Ho, Sir William Herbert! Hie thee hither, and list to the 
strangest dream that ever ... Sir William ! dost hear ? lifan, I did 
thiidi me changed to a jaiuper, and ... Ho there! Guards! Sir 
William! What! is there no groom of the chamber in waiting ? 
Alack! it shall go hard with-” 

“What aileth thee? ” asked a whisper near him. “ Who ai’t thou 
calling ? ” 

“ Sir William Herbert. Who art thou ? ” 

“ I ? Who should I be, but thy sister Nan ? Oh, Tom, I had forgot! 
Thou’rt mad yet—poor lad, thou’rt mad yet, would I had never woke 
to know it again ! But prithee master thy tongue, lest we be all beaten 
till we die ! ” 

The startled prince sprang partly up, but a sharp reminder from his 
stiffened bruises brought him to himself, and he sank back among his 
foul straw with a moan and the ejaculation,— 

“Alas! it was no dream, then ! ” ■ 
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In a moment all tlie heavy sorrow and misery which sleep had 
banished were upon him again, and lie realised that he was no longer a 
Twtted prince in a palace, with the adoring eyes of a nation upon him, 
but a pauper, an outcast, clothed in tsigs, prisoner in a den fit only for 
beasts, and consorting with beggars and thieves. 

In the midst of his grief he began to be conscious of hilarious 
noises and shoutings, apparently but a block or two away. The next 



moment there were several sharp raps at the door; John Canty ceased 
from snoring and said,— 

“ Who knocketh ? What wilt thou ? ” 

A voice answered,— , 

“ Know’st thou who it was thou laid thy cudgel on ? ” 

“ No. Neither know I, nor care.” 

“ Belike thou’lt change thy note eftsoons. An thou would save 
thy neck, nothing but flight may stead thee. The man is this moment 
delivering up the ghost. . ’Tis the priest, Father Andrew ! ” 
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“ God-a-mercy ! ” exclaimed Canty, lie roused his family, and 
hoarsely commanded, “ Up with y% all and fly—or bide where ye are 
and perish ! ” 

Scarcely five minutes later the Canty household were in the street 
and flying for fheir lives. John Canty held the prince by the wrist, 
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At this moment the party burst suddenly out of darkness into 
^ght; and not only into light, but into the midst of a multitude of 
singing, dancing, and shouting people, massed together on the river 
frontage. ’ There was a line of bonfires stretching as far as one could 
see, up and down the Thames; London Bridge was illuminated; 
Southwark Bridge likewise; the entire river was aglow with the flash 
and sheen of coloured lights; and constant explosions of fireworks 
filled the skies Avith an intricate commingling of shooting splendours 
and a thick rain of dazzling sparks that almost tmmed night into 
day ; everywhere rvere crowds of revellers; all London seemed to be 
at large. 

John Canty delivered himself of a furious curse and commanded a 
retreat; but it was too late. lie and his tribe were swallowed up in 
that swarming hive of humanity, and hopelessly separated from each 
■■^ther in an instant. We are not considering that the prince was one 
of his tribe; Canty still kept his grip upon him. The prince’s heart 
was beating high with hope^ of escape, now. A burly waterman, 
considerably exalted with li(juor, found himself rudely dioved, by 
Canty in his efforts to plough through the crowd; he laid his great 
liand on Canty’s shoulder and said— 

“ Nay, whither so fast, friend ? Dost canker thy soul with sordid 
business rvhen all that be leal men and true make holiday ? ” 

“ Mine affairs are mine own, they concern thee not,” answered 
Canty, roughly ; “ take away thy hand and let me pass.” 

“ Sith that is thy humour, thou’lt not pass, till thou’st drunk to the 
Prince of Wales, I tell thee that,” said the waterman, barring the way 
resolutely. 

“ Give me the cup, then, and make speed, malce speed! ” 

Other revellers were interested by this time. They cried out— 

“ The loving-cup, the loving-cup ! make the sour knave drink the 
loving-cup, else will we feed him to the fishes.” v 

So a huge loving-cup was brought; the waterman, grasping it by 
one of its handles, and with his other hand bearing up the end of an 
imaginary napkin, presented it in due and ancient form to Canty, who 

u 
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kad to grasp the opposite handle with one of his hands and take 
off fhe lid with the other,* according to ancient custom.’ This left 
the prince hand-free for a second, of course. He wasted no time. 
But dived among the forest of legs about him and disappeared. In 
another moment he could not have been harder to find, under that 
tossing sea of life, if its billows had been the Atlantic’s and he a lost 
sixpence. 
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Therefore there was but one course to pursue^find his way to 
the Guildhall, make himself known, and denounce the impostor. He 
also made up his mind tliat Tom should be allowed a reasonable time 
tor spiritual preparation, and then be hanged, draw and quartered, 
according to the' iaw and usage of the day, in cases of high treason. 
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CIIArTER XL 

AT GUILDHALL. 

The royal Largo, attended by its gorgeous fleet, took its stately way 
down tlie Tbanies throiigli the wilderness of illuminated boats. The 
air was laden Avitli inusio; the river banka were beruffled with joy- 
.flaraes; the distant city lay in a soft luminous glow from its countless 
invisible bonfires; above it rose many a slender spire into the sky, 
inorusted Avitli sparkling lights, wherefore in their remoteness they 
seemed like jewelled lances thrust aloft; as the fleet swept along, it 
Avas greeted from the banks Avith a continuous hoarse roar of cheers 
and the ceaseless flash and boom of artillerj'. 

To Tom Canty, half buried in his silken cushions, these sotmds 
and this spectacle were a wonder unspeakably sublime and astonishing. 
To his little friends at his side, the Princess Elizabeth and the Lady 
Jane Grey, they Avere nothing. 

Arrived at the Dowgate, the flSet was toAved up the limpid Wal- 
brook (whose channel has now been for two centuries buried out of 
sight under acres of buildings,) to Bucklersbury, past houses and 
under bridges populous with merry-makers and brilliantly lighted, 
and at last came to a halt in a basin whei'e now is Barge Yard, in the 
centre of the ancient city of Loudon. Tom disembarked, and he and 
his gallant procession crossed Cheapside and made a short march 
through the Old Jewry and Basinghall Street to the Guildhall. 

Tom and his little ladies Avere received with due ceremony by the 
Lord Mayor and the Fathers of the City, in their gold chains and 
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scarlet robes of state, raid conducted to a rich canopy of estate at the 

head of the great hall, preceded by heralds making proclamation, and 

by the Mace and the City Sword. The lords 

and ladies who were to attend upon Tom and |i | 

his two small friends took their jilaces behind r!j 

their chairs. '1! ' 

At a lower tabic the court irrandoe.' jiikI ill- ''l! f 

i>) v.v 

other guests of noble de- ■ ^ it- Ir- i !''!' 

gree were seated, with the 1''^ A ^ 

magnates of the city: the M 'iw'' ' 

commoners took pkaces at ‘ l ' 

a midtitude of tables on |.'i■ . 

the main floor of the hall. 

Prora^wr^l(|^ vaiitng^^ ^ ^ 

miliar to it 
in forgotten 
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After grace, Tom (being instructed) rose—and the whole house 
■with him—^and drank from a portly golden loving-cup -with the Princess 
Elizabeth; from her it passed to the Lady Jane, and then traversed 
tlie general assemblage. So the banquet began. 

By midnight the revelry was at its height. Now came one of those 
picturesque spectacles so admired in that old day. A description of it 
is still extant in the quaint wording of a chronicler who witnessed it: 

“ Space being made, presently entered a baron and an earl ap¬ 
pareled after the Turkish fashion in long robes of bawdkin powdered 
Avith gold; hats on their heads of crimson velvet, with great rolls of 
gold, girded with two s'W'ords, called scimitars, hanging by great bawd- 
ricks of gold. Next came yet another baron and another earl, in two 
long gowns of yelloAv satin, traversed Avith white satin, and in every 
bend of white was a bend of crimson satin, after the fashion of Russia, 
Avith furred hats of gray on their heads; either of them having tin 
iiatchet in their hands, and boots with j)yhes ” (points a foot long), 
“ turned up. And after them came a knight, then the Lord High 
Admiral, a^d with him five nobles, in doublets of crimson velvet, 
Amyded low on the back and before to the cannell-bone, laced on the 
breasts with chains of silver; and, over that, short cloaks of crimson 
satin, and on their heads hats after the dancers’ fashion, with phea¬ 
sants’ feathers in them. These were appareled after the fashion of 
Prussia. The torch-bearers, which were about an hundred, were ap- 
pareled in crimson satin and green, like Moors, their faces black. 
Next came in a mommarye. Then the minstrels, which were dis¬ 
guised, danced; and the lords and ladies did Avildiy dance also, 'that 
it Avas a pleasure to behold.” 

And Avhile Tom, in his high seat, was gazing upon this “wild” 
dancing, lost in admiration of the dazzling commingling of kaleido¬ 
scopic colours which the whirling turmoil of gaudy figures below him 
presented, the ragged but real little Prince of Wales was proclaiming 
his rights and his wrongs, denouncing the impostor, and clamouring for 
admission at the gates of Guildhall! The croAvd enjoyed this episode 
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prodigiously, and pressed forward and craned their necks to see the 
small rioter. Presently they began to taunt him^ and mock at him, 
purposely to goad him into a higher and still more entertaining fury. 
Tears of mortification sprimg to his eyes, but he stood his ground and 
defied the mob right royally. Other taunts followed, added mockings 
stung him, and he exclaimed— 

“ I tell ye again, you pack of unmannerly curs, I am the Prince 
of Wales! And all forlorn and friendless as I be, with none to give 
me word of grace or help me itl my need, yet will not I be driven from 
my ground, but will maintain it! ” 

“ Though thou be prince or no prince, ’tis all one, thou be’st a 
gallant lad, and not friendless neither ! Here stand I by thy side to 
prove it; and mind I tell thee thou might’st have a worser friend than 
Miles Hendon and yet not tire thy legs with seeking. Rest thy small 
jaw, my child; 1 talk the language of these base kennel-rats like to a 
v'eiy native,” 

The speaker was a sort of Don Cassar de Bazan in dress, aspect, 
and bearing. He was tall, trim-built, muscular. His doublet and 
trunks were of rich material, but faded and threadbare,- and their 
gold-lace adornments were sadly tarnished; his ruff was rumpled and 
damaged; the plume in his slouched hat was broken and had a be¬ 
draggled and disreputable look; at his side he wore a long rapier in 
rusty iron sheath; his swaggering carriage marked him at once as a 
rufifier of the camp. The speech of this fantastic figure was received 
with an explosion of jeers and laughter. Some cried, “ ’Tis another 
prince in disguise ! ” “ ’Ware thy tongue, friend, belike he is danger¬ 

ous ! ” “ Marry, he looketh it—mark his eye ! ” “ Pluck the lad 
ffom him—to the horse-pond wi’ the cub ! ” 

Instantly a hand was laid upon the prince, under the impulse of 
this happy thought; as instantly the stranger’s long sword \vas out 
and ijifi meddler went to the earth under a sounding thump with the 
fiat of it. The next moment a score of voices shouted “ Kill the dog 1 
kill him! kill him! ” and the mob closed in on the warrior, who 
backed liimself against a wall and began to lay about him with his 
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long weapon like a madman. His victims sprawled this way and that, 
but the mob-tide poured over their prostrate forms and dashed itself 
against the champion with undiminished fury. His moments seemed 
numbered, his destruction certain, when suddenly a trumpet-blast 
sounded, a voice shouted, ‘‘ Way for the king’s messenger! ” and a 



troop of horsemen came charging down upon the mob, who fled out 
of harm’s reach as fast as their legs could carry them. The bold 
stranger caught up the prince in his arms, and was soon far away from 
danger and the multitude. ' s 

Iloturn wo within the Guildhall. Suddenly, high above the jubilant 
i-oar and thunder of the revel, broke the clear peal of a bugle-note. 
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hands toward Tom, and a mighty shout burst forth that seemed to 
shake the building— 

“ Long live the king! ” 

Poor Tom’s dazed eyes wandered abroad over this stupefying spec¬ 
tacle, and finally rested dreamily upon the kneeling princesses beside 
him, a moment, then upon the Earl of Hertford. A sudden purpose 
dawned in his face. He said, in a low tone, at Lord Hertford’s ear— 

‘ Answer me truly, on thy faith and honour! Uttered I here a 
command, the which none but a king might hold privilege and prero- 
gat ive to utter, would such commandment be obeyed, and none rise up 
to say me nay ? ” 

“None, my liege, in all these realms. In thy person bides the 
majesty of England. Thou art the king—thy word is law.” 

• Tom responded, in a strong, earnest voice, and with great anima- 
tif)n— 

“ Then shall the king’s law be law of mercy, from this day, and 
never more be law of blood ! Up from thy knees and away I' To the 
Tower and say the king decrees the Duke of Norfolk shall not die! ” * 
The words were caught up and carried eagerly from lip to lip far 
and wide over the hall, and as Hertford hurried from the presence, 
another prodigious shout burst forth— 

“ The reign of blood is ended! Long live Edward, King of 
England 1” 


' See Notji 7, fit end of volume. 
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CHAPTER Xri. 

TIU£ PRINCK AND-HIS DELIVERER. 

As ^oon as Miles Hendon and the little prince were clear of the 
mol), they struck doiVn through back lanes and alleys toward the 
river. Their way was unobstructed until they approached London 
Bridge; then they ploughed into the multitude again, Hendon keeping 
•a fist grip upon the prince’s—no, theiKing’s—wrist. The tremen¬ 
dous news was already abroad, and the boy learned it from a thousand 
voict)S at once—“ The King is dead ! ” The tidings struck a chill to 
t.io heart of the poor little waif, and sent a shudder.through his frame.. 
He realised the greatness of his loss, and was tilled with a bitter grief; 
for ihe grim tyrant who had been such a terror to others had always 
b(‘cn gentle with him. The tears sprung to his eyes and blurred all 
ol'i'ccts. For an instant he felt himself the most forlorn, outcast, and 
ior.saken of God’s creatures—then another cry shook* the night with 
it.s far-reaching thunders: “ Long live King Edward the Sixth ! ” and 
this!made his eyes kindle, and thrilled him with pride to his fingers’ 
ends! “ Ah,” he thought, “ how grand and strange it seems—I am 
King ! ” 

Our friends threaded their way slowly through the throngs upon 
the Bridge. This structure, which had stood for six hundred years, 
and had been a noisy and populous thoroughfare all that time, was a 
curious affair, for a closely packed rank of stores and shops, with 
j^iinily quarters overhead, stretched along both sides of it, from one 
bank of the river to the other. The Bridge was a sort of town to 

I 
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itself; it had its inn, its beer-houses, its bakeries, its haberdasheries, 
its food market^ its manufacturing industries, and even its church. It 
looked upon the two neighbours which it linked together—London and 
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.townsmen intimately, and had Tinown their fathers and mothers before 
them—and all their little family affairs into the bargain. It had its 
aristocracy, of course—its fine old families of butchers, and bakers, 
iuul what-not, who had occupied the same old premises for five or six 
hundred years, and knew the. great history of the Bridge from begin¬ 
ning to end, and all its strange legends; and who always talked bridgy 
talk, and thought bridgy thoughts, and lied in a long, level, direct, 
suhst.mtial bridgy way. It was just the sort of population to be 
rijirrow and ignorant and self-conceited. Children were born on tlie 
Bridge, were reared there, grew to old age and finally died without 
ever liaving set a foot upon any part of the world but London Bridge 
alone. Such people would naturally imagine that the mighty and 
iiuerminable procession which moved through its street night and day, 
witli its confused roar of shouts and cries, its neighings and bellowings 
and bleatings and its muffled thunder-tramp, was the one great thing 
in this world, and themselves somehow the proprietors of it. And so 
t’l'y Avere, in effect—at least they could exhibit it from their win- 
•■'ov;s, and did—for a consideration—wdiencver a returning king or 
lipco gave it a fleeting splendour, for there was no place like it for 
ail'ni-ding a long, straight, uninterrupted view of marching columns. .. 

i\Ien born and reared upon the Bridge found life unendurably dull 
and inane elsewhere. History tolls of one of these who left the Bridge 
at tlie age of seventy-one and retired to the country. But he could 
c aly fret and toss in his bed; he could not go to sleep, the deep still- 
nes.s was .so painful, so awful, so oppressive. When he was worn out 
with it, fit last, he fled back to his old home, a lean and haggard 
spectre, and iell peacefully to rest and pleasant dreams under the lull¬ 
ing music of the lashing waters and the boom and crash and thunder of 
London Bridge. 

In the times of which we are writing, the Bridge furnished “ object 
lessons” in English hi,story, for its children—namely, the livid and 
decaying heads of renowned men impaled upon iron spikes atop of its 
ffutewayS. But we digress. 

1 2 
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Hendon's lodgings were in the little inn on the Bridge, As he 
neared the door with his small friend, a rough voice said— 

“So, thou’rt come at last! Thou’lt not escape a^in, I warrant 
thee; and if pounding thy bones to a pudding can teach thee somewhat, 
thou’lt not keep us waiting another time, mayhap ”—and John Canty 
put out his hand to seize the boy. 

Miles Hendon stepped in the way and said— 

“ Not too fast, friend. Thou art needlessly rough, methinks. What 

is the lad to thee?” 

“If it be any business 
of thine, to make and meddle 
in others’ affairs, he is my 
son.” 

“ 'Tis a lie 1 ” cried the 
little King, hotly. 

“ Boldly said, and I 
believe thoc, whether thy 
small head-piece be sound 
or cracked, my boy. 
whether this scurvy r 





1 
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to beat thee and abuse, ac- 

“ OBJECT i^ssoNs” w ENijusii iiisTOEY cotding to liis threat, SO tliou 

prefer to bide with me.” 

“ I do, I do—-I know him not, I loathe him, and will die before I 
will go with him,” 

“ Then 'tis settled, and there is nought more to say.” 

“We will see, as to that! ” exclaimed John Canty, striding past 
Hendon to get at the boy; “ by force shall he-” 

“ If thou do but touch him, thou animated offal, I will spit thee 
like a goose! ” said Hendon, bairing the way and laying his hand upon 
his sword hilt. Canty drew back. “Now mark ye,” continued Hem- 
don, “ I took this lad under my protection when a mob of such as thou 
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would have mishandled him, mayhap killed him; dost imagine I will 
desert him now to a worsen fate ?—for whether thou art his father or 
110 ,-^and sooth to say, I think it is a lie—a decent swift death were 
better for such a lad than life in such brute hands as thine. So go thy 



JOHN CASTV JIOTKD OIF. 


ways, and set quick about it, for 1 like not much bandying of word.s, 
1 icing not over-patient in my nature.” 

John Canty moved off, muttering tlireats and curses, and was 
swallowed from sight in the crowd. Hendon ascended three flights of 
stairs to his room, with his charge, after ordering a meal to be sent 
tliither. It was a poor apartment, with a shabby bed and some odd,s 











118 THE PRINCE AND HIS DELIVERER. 

and ends of old furniture in it, and was vaguely lighted by a couple ol 
sickly candles. The little king dragged himself to the bed. and lay down 
upon it, almost exhausted with hunger and fatigue. He had been on 
his feet a good part of a day and a night, for it was now two or three 
o’clock in4he morning, and had eaten nothing meantime. He murmured 
drowsily—• 

“ Prithee call me when the table is spread,” and sunk into a deep 
sleep immediately. . 

A smile twinkled in Hendon’.s eye, and he said to himself— 

“ By the mass, the little beggar takes to one’s qttarters and \isur])a 
one’s bed with as natural and easy a grace as if he owned them—with 
never a by-your-leave or so-please-it-you, or any thing of the sort. lu 
his diseased ravings he called himself the Prince of Wales, and bravely 
doth he keep up the character. Poor little friendless rat, doubtless his 
mind has been disordered with ill-usage. Well, I will be his friend ; 
I have saved him, and it draweth me strongly' to him ; already I love 
the bold-tongued little rascal. How soldier-likc he tiiced the smutty 
rabble and flung back his high deflance ! And what a comely, sweet 
and gentle face he hath, now that sleep hiith conjured away’ its troubles 
and its griefs. I will teach him, I will cure hi.s malady’; yea, I will bo 
his elder brother, and care for him and watch over him; and whoso 
would shame him or do him hm-(, may order his .shroud, for though 1 
be burnt for it he shall need it! ” 

He bent over the boy and contemplated him with kind and pity ing 
interest,, tapping the young cheek tenderly’ and smoothing back the 
tangled curls with his great brown hand. A slight shiver passed over 
the boy’s form. Hendon muttej-ed— 

“ See, now, how like a man it was to let him lie here uncovered 
and fill his body with deadly rheums. Nom’ what shall I do ? ’twill 
wake him to take him up and put him witliin tlie bed, and he sorely 
needeth sleep.” 

He looked about for extra covering, but finding none, doifed his 
doublet and wrapped the lad in it, saying, “ I am used to nipping air 
and scant apparel, ’tis little I shall mind the cold ”—then walked up 
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and down t!ie room, to keep his blood in motion, soliloquising, as 
before. 

“ His injured mind persuades him he is Prince of Wales; 'twill be 
odd to have a Prince of Wales still with us, now that he that was the 
prince is prince no more, but king,—for this poor mind is set upon the 
miA fnntasv n.nd will not reason nilh that no-w it should oast hv tho 
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prince and call itself the king. . . . 
If my lather livtith still, after these 
seven years that I have heard nought 
from home in my foreign dungeon, 
he will welcome the poor lad and give him generous shelter for my 
sake; so will my good elder brother, Arthur; my other brother, Hugh 
—but I will crack his crown, an’ he interfere, the fox-hearted, ill- 
conditioned animal! Yes, thither will we fare—and straightway, too." 

A servant entered with a smoking meal, disposed it upon a small 
deal table, placed the chairs, and took his departure, leaving such cheap 
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lodgers as these to wait upon themselves. The door slammed after him, 
and the noise woke the hoy, who sprung to a sitting posture, and sliot 
a glad glance about him; then a grieved look came into his face and he 
murmured, to himself, with a deep sigh, “ Alack, it was but a dream, 
woe is me.” Next he noticed Miles Hendon’s doublet—glanced from 
that to Hendon, comprehended the sacrifice that had been made for him, 
and said, gently— 

“ Thou art good to me, yea, thou art veiy good to me. Take it and 
put it on—I shall not need it more.” 

Then he got up and walked to the washstand in the, corner, and 
stood there, waiting. Hendon said in a cheery voice— 

“ We’ll have' a right hearty sup and bite, now, for every thing is 
savoury and smokhig hot, and that and thy nap together will make thee 
a little man again, never fear! ” 

The boy made no answer, but bent a steady look, that was filled 
with grave surprise, and also somewhat touched with impatience, upon 
the tall knight of the sword. Hendon was puzzled, and said— 

“ What’s amiss ? ” 

“ Good sir, I would wash me.” 

“ Oh, is that all! Ask no permission of Miles Hendon for aught 
thou cravest. Make thyself perfectly free here, and welcome, with all 
that are his'belongings.” 

Still the boy stood, and moved not; more, he tapped the floor once 
or twice with his small impatient foot. Hendon was wholly perplexed. 
Said he— 

“ Bless us, what is it? ” 

“ Prithee pour the w'ater, and make not so many words ! ” 

Hendon, suppressing a horse-laugh, and .saying to himself, “ By all 
the saints, but this is admirable ! ” stepped briskly forward and did the 
small insolent’s bidding; then stood by, in a sort of stupefaction, until 
the command, “Come—the towel! ” woke him sharply up. He took 
up a towd, from under the boy’s nose, and handed it to him without 
comment. He now proceeded to comfort his own face with a wash, 
^»d while he was at it his adopted child seated himself at the table and 
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prepared to fall to. Hendon despatched his ablations with alacrity, 
then drew back the other chair and was about to place liimself at table, 
when the boy said, indignantly— 

“ Forbear I Wouldst sit in the presence of the King ? ” 

This blow staggered Hendon to his foundations. He muttered to 
himself, “Lo, the poor thing’s madness is up with the time ! it liath 
changed with the great change that is come to the realm, and now in 



upon him in the courtliest way he was capable of. 

While the King ate the rigour of his royal dignity relaxed a little, 
and with his growing contentment came a desire to talk. He said—“ I 
think thou callest thyself Miles Hendon, if I heard thee aright? ” 

“ Yes, Sire," Miles replied; then observed to himself, “ If I must 
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/iumour the poor lad’s madness, I must sire him, I must majesty him, I 
must' not go by halves, I must stick at nothing that belongeth to the 
part I play, else shall I play it ill and work evil to this charitable and 
kindly cause.” 

. The King warmed his heart with a second glass of wine, and said— 
“ I would know thee—tell me thy story. Thou hast a gallant way 
with thee, and a noble—ai t nobly born ? ” 



of Hendon Hall, by Monk’s Holm in Kent.” 

“ The name has escaped my memory. Go on—tell me thy story.” 

“ ’Tis not much, your Majesty, yet perchance it may beguile a short 
half-hour for want of a better. My father, Sir Richard, is very rich, 
and of a most generous nature. My mother died whilst I was yet 

' He refers to the order of baronets, or baronottes; the harones winores, as 
distinct from the parliamentary barons - not, it need hardly be said, to the baronets 
of later creation. 
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a boy. I have two brothers: Arthur, my elder, with a soul likd to * 
father’s; and Hugh, younger than I, a mean spirit, covetous, trenched, 
ous, .vicious, underhanded—a reptile. Such was he Iroid the cradle ; 
such was he ten years past, when I last saw him—a ripe rascal at nine¬ 
teen, I being twenty, then, and Arthur twenty-two. There is none 
other of us but the Lady Edith, my cousin—she was sijfteen, then— 
l)eautiful, gentle, good, the daughter of an earl, the last of her race, 
heiress of a great fortune and a lapsed title. My father was her 
guardian. I loved her and she loved me; but she was betrothed to 
Arthur from the cradle, and Sir Eichard would not suffer the contract 
to be broken. Arthur loved another maid, and bade us be of good 
cheer and hold fast %to the hope that delay and luck together would 
sonic day give success to our several causes. Hugh loved the Lady 
'Edith’s fortune, though in truth he said it was herself he loved—but 
then ’twas his way, alwaj', to say the one thing and mean the other. 
l>ul he lost his arts upon the girl; he could deceive my father, but 
i! 0 !io else. My Hither loved him best of us all, and trusted and be- 
h i cd him ; for he was the youngest child, and others hated.him— 
.i'r.-se cjualities being in all ages sufficient to win a parent’s dearest 
Io\ e ; and he h.ad a smooth persuasive tongue, Avith an admirable gift 
C'l bing—and these be qualities which do mightily assist a blind affec¬ 
tion to cozen itself. I was wild—in troth I might go yet farther and 
s;i\ rertj wild, though ’twas a wildness of an innocent sort, since it 
Inirt none but me, brought shame to none, nor loss, nor had in it any 
taint of crime or baseness, or Avhat might not beseem mine honouiirttl#* 
degree. 

“ Yet did my brother Hugh turn these faults to good account— 
he seeing that our brother Arthur’s health was but indifferent, and 
Iiojiing the worst might Avork him profit Avere I swept out of the path 
—so, —but ’tAvere a long tale, good my liege, and little worth the 
telling. Briefly, then, this brother did deftly magnify my faults and 
make them crimes ; ending his base work Avith finding a silken ladder 
ill mine apartments—conveyed thither by his own means—and did 
convince my father by this, and suborned evidence of servants and 
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Jii^-her lying knaves, that T was minded to carry off my Edith and marry 
•with her, in rank defiance of his will. 

“ Three years of banishment fi-om home and England might make 
a soldier and a man of me, my father said, and teach me some degree 
of wisdom. I fought out my long probation in the continental wars, 
tasting sumptuously of hard knocks, privation, and adventure; but in 
tny last battle I was taken captive, and during the seven years that 
have waxed and waned since then, a foreign dungeon hath harboured 
tne. Through wit and courage 1 won to the free air at last, and lied 
hither straight: and am but just arrived, right poor in purse and 
raiment, and poorer still in knowledge of what these dull seven years 
have wrought at Hendon Hall, its people and belongings. So please 
you, sir, my meagre tale is told.” 

“ Thou hast been shamelully abused ! ” said the little King, with a 
flashing eye. “ But I ■W'ill right thee—by the cross will I! The King 
hath said it.” 

Then, fired by the story of Miles’s wrong.s, he loosed his tongue and 
poured the history of his own recent misfortunes into tlie ears of his 
astonished listener. When he had finished. Miles said to himself— 

“ Lo, what an imagination he hath! Verily, this is no common 
mind ; else, crazed or sane, it could not weave so straight and gaudy a 
tale as tliis out of the airy nothings wherewith it hath wrought this 
ciirious roniaunt. Poor ruined little head, it shall not lack friend or 
shelter whilst I bide with the living. He shall ne\er leave my side; 
he shall Vie my pet, my little comrade. A.nd he sliall be cured !—tiy, 
made whole and sound—^then will he make himself a name—and proud 
shallT be to say, ‘Yes, he is mine—I took him, a homeless little raga¬ 
muffin, but I saw what was in him, and I said his name would be heard 
some day—^behold him, observe him—was I right ? ’ ” 
j The King spoke—in a thoughtful, measured voice— 

“ Thou didst save me injury and shame, perchance my life, and so 
nay crown. Such service demandeth rich reward. Name thy desire, 
and so it be within the compass of my royal power, it is thine.” 

This fantastic suggestion startled Hendon out of his reverie. He 
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was about to thank the King and put the matter aside with saying he haS, 
only done his duty and desired no reward, but a wiser thought came 
into his head, and he asked leave to be silent a few moments and con¬ 
sider the gracious offer—an idea which the King gravely approved, 
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remarking that it was best to be not too hasty with a thing of such 
great import. 

Miles reflei id during some moments, then said to himself, “ Yes, 
that is the thing to do—by any other means it were impossible to get 
at it—and certes, this hour’s experience has taught me ’twould be 
most wearing and inconvenient to continue it as it is. Yes, I will 
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jfopoae it ; *tw^ a happy accident that I did not throw the chance 
away.” Then he dropped upon one knee and said— 

“ My poor service went not beyond the limit of a subject’s simple 
ddt)r, and tbei-efore hath no merit; but since your Majesty is pleased 
to hold-it worthy some reward, I take heart of grace to make petition 
to this pffect. Near four hundred years ago; as your grace knoweth, 



"HE DBOPPBD ON ONE KNEE.' 


there being ill Mood betwixt John, King of England, and the King of 
France,, it was decreed that two champions should fight together in the 
li^, and so settle the dispute by what is called the arbitrament of 
God. These two kings, and the Spanish king, being assembled to 
■witness and judge the conflict, the French champion appeared ; but so 
redoubtable was he, that our English knights refused to measure 
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weapons with him. So the matter, which was a weigh^ one, was like 
to go against the English monarch by default. Now in the Tower lay 
the Lord d^ Courcy, the mightiest arm in England, stripped of his 
honours and possessions, and wasting with long captivity. Appeal was 
made to him ; he gave assent, and came forth arrayed for battle; but 
no sooner did the Frenclicnan glimpse his huge frame and hear his 
thmous name but he fled away, and the French king’s cause was lost. 
King John restored De Courcy’s titles and possessions, and said, ‘Name 
thy wish and thou shalt have it, though it cost me half my kingdom; ’ 
whereat De Courcy, kneeling, as I do now. made answer, ‘ This, then, 

I ask, my liege; that I and my successors may have and hold the 
pi ivilcge of remaining covered in the presence of the kings of England, 
lienceforth while the throne shall last.’ The boon was granted, as 
your Majesty knoweth; and there hath been no time, these four 
hundred years, that that line has failed of an heir; and so, even 
utito this day, the head of that ancient house still weareth his hat or'; 
hehn before the king’s maje.sty, without let or hindrance, and this 
none other may do.' Invoking this precedent in aid of my prayer, 

1 beseech the King to grant to me but this one grace and privilege 
—to rny more than sufficient reward—and none other, to wit: that 
1 and my heirs, for ever, may sit in the presence of the Majesi^ of 
England ! ” 

“ liise. Sir Miles Hendon, Knight,” said the King, gravely-—giving 
the accolade with Hendon’s sword—“rise, and seat thyself. Thy 
petition is granted. Whilst England remains, and the crown continues, 
the ]irivilege shall not lapse.” 

His Majesty walked apart, musing, and Hendon dropped into a 
chair at table, observing to himself, “ ’Tw'as a brave thought, and hath 
wrought me a mighty deliverance; ray legs are grievously wearied. 
An’ I had not thought of that, I must have had to stand for weeks, 
till my poor lad’s wits are cured.” After a little, he went on, “ And so 
1 am become a knight of the Kingdom of Drea-ms and Shadow?,! A 

' The lords of Kiagsale, descendants of De Courcy, still enjoy this curious 
privilege. • 
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mjbst odd and strange position, truly, for one so matter-of-fact as I, I 
wfll not laugh—no, God forbid, for this thing which is so substanceless 
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CHAPTER xiir. 

TliE DISAITKAUANCIC OF TOE PJMNCE. 

.;V HEAVY' drowsiness^ proseutly fell ujjou the two comrades. The King 
siiid — 

Remove these rags ”—uieaiuug his clothing. 

Hendon disapparelled the boy without dissent or remark, tucked him 
up in bed, then glanced about the room, saying to himself, ruefully, 
‘He hath taken my bed again, as before—marry, what shall /do?” 
The little King observed his perplexity, and dissipated it with a word. 
He said, sleepily— 

“Thou wilt sleep atlivvart the door, and guard it.” In a moment 
moni ho was out of his troubles, in a deep slumber. 

“ Dear heart, he should have been born a king ! ” muttered Hendon, 
admiringly ; “ho playeth the part to a marvel.” 

Then he stretched himself across the door, on the floor, saying con- 
tciitedly— 

“ I h..ive lodged worse ibr seven years; ’twould be but ill gratitude 
to Him above to find limit with this.” 

He dropped asleep as the datvii appeared. Toward noon he rose, 
uncovered his unconscious ward—a section at a time—^and took his 
measure with a string. The King awoke, just as he had completed his 
work, complained of the cold, and asked what he was doing. 

“ ’Tis done, now, my liege,” said Hendon ; “ I have a bit of busi¬ 
ness outside, but will presently return; sleep thou again—^thou 

K 2 
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needest it. There—^let me cover thy head also—thou'It be warm 

the sooner.” 

The King was back in dreamland before this speech was ended. 
Miles slipped softly out, and slipped as softly in again, in the course ol 
thirty or forty minutes, with a complete second-hand suit of boy’s 
clothing, of cheap material, and showing signs of wear; but tidy, and 
suited to the season of tlie year. He seated himself, and began to 
overhaul his purchase, mumbling to himself— 

“ A longer purse Avould have got a better sort, but Avhen one has- 



IFE DEOPPKD ASLKEl'.'’ 


not the long purse one must be content with what a short one maj' 
d o »'' ■ 

“ ‘ There was a woman in our town, 

In our town did dwell-’ 

“ He stirred, methinks— I must sing in a less thunderous key; 
’tis not good to mar his sleep, with this journey before him and he 
80 wearied out, poor chap. . . . This garment—’tis well enough—a 
stitch here and another one there will set it aright. This other is 
better, albeit a stitch or two will not come amiss in it, likewise. . . . 
Thtae be A'ery good and sound, and will keep his small feet warm and 
dry—an odd new thing to him, belike, since he has doubtless been 
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used to foot it bare, winters and summers the same. . . . Would 
-thread were bread, seeing one getteth a year’s sufficiency for a far¬ 
thing, and such a brave big needle without cost, for mere love. Now 
shall have the demon’s own time to thread it! ” 



‘‘THESE liE TElty (iOOD AND SOUND. 


And so he had. He did as men have always done, and probably 
alway.s^will do, to the end of time—held the needle still, and tried to 
thrust the*thread through the eye, which is the opposite of a woman’s 
way. Time and time again the thread missed the mark, going some- 
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times on one side of the needle, sometimes on the other, sometimes 
doubling up against the shaft; but he was patient, having been 
through these experiences before, when he was soldiering. He succeeded 
at last, and took up the garment that liad lain waiting, meantime, across 
his lap, and began his work. 

“ The inn is paid—the breakfast that is to come, included—and 
there is wherewitlial loft to buy a couple of donkeys and meet our 
little costs for the two or three days betwixt this and the plenty tliat 
awaits us at Hendon Hall— 

“ ‘ Hhc loTod her Inis-— 

“ Body o' me ! I have driven the needle under my nail! ... It 
matters little—’tis not a novelty—yet ’tis not a convenience, neither. 

. . . We shall be merry tlierc, little one, never doubt it! Thy 
troubles will vanish, there, and likewise thy sad distemper— 

“ ‘ She loved her husband dearilee. 

But another man-’ 

“ These be noble large stitches! ”—^holding the garment up and' 
viewing it admiringly —“ they have a grandeur and a majesty that do- 
cause these small stingy ones of the tailor-man to look mightily paltry 
and plebeian— 

“ ‘She loved hei- liusband dearilee, 

But another man he loved she,-’ 

“ Marry, ’tis done—a goodly piece of work, too, and wrought with 
expedition. Now will I wake him, apparel him, pour for him, feed 
him, and then will we hie us to the mart by the Tabard inn in South¬ 
wark and—be pleased to rise, my liege !—he answereth not—what 
ho, my liege!—of a truth must I profane his sacred person with a 
touch, sith his slumber is deaf to speech. What! ” 

He threw back the covers—the boy was gone ! 

He stared about him in speechless astonishment for a moment; 
noticed for the first time that his ward’s ragged raiment was also miss¬ 
ing, then he began to rage and storm, and shout for the innkeeper.— 
At-that moment a servant entered with the breakfast. 



THE EISAPPEAUANCE OF THE PEJNCE. 


135 


“ Explain, thou limb of Satan, or thy tiine is come! ” roared the 
man of war, and made so savage a spring toward the waiter that this 
latter could not find his tongue, for the instant, for fright and surprise. 
“ Where is the boy ? ” 



‘ EXPLAIN, THOlr LIMB OF 
SATAN.” 


In disjointed and 
trembling syllables the 
man gave the informa¬ 
tion desired. 

i “ Tou were hardly 
gone from the place, 
your worship, when a 
I youth came running and 
said it was your wor¬ 
ship’s will that the boy 
come to you straight, at the bridge-end on the Southwark side. I 
brought him hither; and when he woke the lad and gave his message, 
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the lad did grumble some little for being disturbed ‘ so early,’ as he 
Cvdled it, but straightway trussed on his rags and went with the youth, 
only saying it had been better manners that your worship came your¬ 
self, not sent a stranger—and so-” 

“ And so thou’rt a fool!—a fool, and easily cozened—^liang all thy 
breed ! Yet mayhap no hiu-t is done. Possibly no harm is meant the 
boy. 1 will go fetch him. Make the table ready. Stay ! tlie cover¬ 
ings of the bed were disposed as if one lay beneath them—happened 
that by accident ? ” 

“ I know not, good your worship. I saw the youth meddle with 
them—^lie that came for the boy.” 

“ Thousand deaths ! ’twas done to deceive me—’tis plain ’twas 
done to gain time. Hark ye! Was that youth alone ? ” 

“ All alone, your worship.” 

Art sure ? ” 

Sure, your worship.” 

“ Collect thy scattered wits—bethink thee—^take time, man.” 

After a moment’s thought, the servant said— 

When he came, none came with him ; but now I remember me 
that as the two stepped into the throng of the Bridge, a ruffian-looking 
man plunged out from some near place; and just as he was joining 
them—” 

“ What i/ien ?—out with it! ” thundered the impatient Hendon, 
interrupting. 

“ Just then tlie crowd lapped them up and closed them in, and I 
saw no more, being called by my master, who was in a rage because a 
joint that the scrivener had ordered was forgot, though I take all the 
saints to witness that to blame me for that miscarriage were like hold¬ 
ing the unborn babe to judgment for sins com-” 

“ Out of my sight, idiot ! Thy prating drives me mad ! Hold ! 
whither art flying ? Canst not bide still an instant ? Went they 
toward-Southwark ? ” 

“ Even so, your w'orship—for, as I said before, as to that detest¬ 
able joint, the babe unborn is no whit more blameless than- ” 



THE DISAPPEARANCE OF THE PRINCE. 


137 


“ Art here / And prating still ? Vanish, lest I throttle thee!” 
The servitor vanished. Hendon followed after him, passed him, 
and plunged do^vn the stairs two steps at a stride, muttering, “ ’Tis 
that scurvy villain that 


claimed he was his son. 
I have lost thee, my 
poor little mad master 
-—it is a bitter thought 
—and I had come to 
love thee so ! No ! hy 
book and bell, not lost I 
Not lost, for I will ran¬ 
sack the laud till I find 
thee again. Poor child, 
yonder is his breakfast 
—and mine, but 1 have 
no hunger now—so, let 
tlie rats have it—speed, 
speed! that is the 
word ! ” As he Avormed 
his swift way through 
the noisy multitudes 
upon the Biidgo, he 
several times said to 
himself—clinging to the 
thought as if it Avere a 
particularly pleasing one 
—“He grumbled, but 
he went —he went, yes, 
oecause he thought 



Miles Hendon asked 


it, sweet lad—^lie Avould ne’er have done it for another, I know it 


Avell.” 
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CIIAPTEK XIV. 

“ LE KOI EST MOUT—VIVE LE KOI.” 


Towaki) daylight of the .sanie morning, Tom Canty stirred out of a 
heavy sleep and opened his eyes in the dark. He lay silent a few 
moments, trying to analyse his confused thoughts and impressions,'antf 
get some .sort of meaning out of them, then suddenly he burst out in 
a rapturous but guarded voice— 

“ I see it all, I sec it all! Now God be thanked, I am indeed 
awake at last! Como, joy! vanish, sorrow ! IIo, Nan! Bet! kickoff 
your straw and hie yo hither to my side, till 1 do pour into your un¬ 
believing ears the wildest madcap dream that ever the spirits of night 
did conjure up to a.stonish the soul of man withal! . . . Ho, Nan, I say f 
Bet! ” . . . 

A dim form appeared at his side, and a voice said— 

“ Wilt deign to deliver thy commands ? ” 

“ Commands 1 ... O, woe is me, I know thy voice ! Speak, thou 
—who am I ? ” 


“ Thou ? In sooth, yesternight wert thou the Prince of Wales; to¬ 
day art thou my most gracious liege, Edward, King of England.” 

Tom buried his head among his pillows, murmuring plaintively— 

“ Alack, it was no dream ! Go to thy rest, sweet sir—leave me to 
my sorrows.” 

Tom slept again, and after a time he had this pleasant dream. He 
thought it was summer and he was playing, all alone, in the fair 
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meadow called Goodman’s Fields, when a dwarf only a foot high, with 
long red whiskers and a humped back, appeared to him suddenly and 
•said, “ Dig by that stump.” He did so, and found twelve bright new 
ipennies—wonderful riches ! Yet tins was not tlie best of it; for the 
■dwarf said— 

“ I know thee. Thou art a good lad, and a deserving; thy dis- 



•tresses shall end, for the day of thy reward is come. Dig here every 
■seventh day, and thou shalt find always the same treasure, twelve bright 
oew pennies, Tell none—keep the secret.” 

Then the dwarf vanished, and Tom Hew to Offal Court with his 
.prize, saying to himself, “ Every night will I give my father a penny; 
he will think I begged it, it will glad his heart, and I shall no more be' 
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beaten. One penny every week the good priest that teacheth me shall 
have; mother, Nan and Bet the other four. We be done with hunger 
and rags, now, done with fears and frets and savage usage.” 

In his dream he reached his sordid home all out of breath, but with 
eyes dancing with grateful enthusiasm; cast four of his pennies into 
his mother’s lap and cried out—: 

“They are for thee !—all of them, every one !—for thee and Nan 
and Bet—and honestly come by, not begged nor stolen ! ” 

The happy and astonished mother strained him to her breast and 
exclaimed— 

“ It waxeth late—may it please your Majesty to rise ? ” 

Ah ! that was not the answer he was expecting. The dream had 
snapped asunder—he was atvake. 

lie opened his eyes—the richly clad First Lord of the Bedchamber 
was kneeling by his couch. The gladness of the lying dream faded 
away—the poor boy recognised that he was still a captive and a king. 
The room was filled Avith courtiei's clothed in purple mantle.s—the 
mourning colour—and Avith noble servants of the monarch. Tom sat 
up in bed and gazed out from th^ heaA’y silken curtains upon this line 
company. 

The weighty business of dressing began, and one courtier after 
another knelt and paid his court and offered to the little King his con¬ 
dolences upon his heavy loss, AvhiLst the dressing proceeded. In the 
beginning, a shirt Avas taken up by the Chief Equerry in Waiting, who 
passed it to the First Lord of the Buckhounds, who passed it to the 
Second Gentleman of the Bedchamber, who passed it to the Head 
Kangcr of Windsor Forest, Avho passed it to the Third Groom of the 
Stole, Avho passed it to the Chancellor Iloyal of the Duchy of Lancas¬ 
ter, who passed it to the Master of the Wardrobe, Avho passed it to 
Norroy King-at-Anns, who passed it to the Constable of the Tower, 
who passed it to the Chief Steward of the Household, who passed it 
to the Hereditary Grand Diaperer, Avho passed it to the Lord High 
Admii-al of England, who passed it to the Archbishop of Canterbury, 
who passed it to the First Lord of the Bedchamber, who took what was 



144 


"LE MOI EST MORT—VIVK LE It01.” 

left of it and put it on Tom. Poor little wondering chap, it reminded 
him of passing buckets at a fire. 

Each garment in its turn had to go through this slow and solemn 
process; consequently Tom grew very weary of the ceremony; so 
weary that he felt an almost gushing gratefulness when he at last saw 
his long silken hose begin the journey down the line and knew that 
the end of the matter was drawing near. • But he exulted too soon. 
The First Lord of the Bedchamber received the^hose and was about to 
encase Tom’s legs in them, when a sudden flush invaded his face and 



“TUii iiasT j.oa» OS' 'jins aEncHAMBJiK uhceiticd 'ihb hose.” 


he hurriedly hustled the things back into the hands of the Archbishop 
of Canterbury with an astounded look and a whispered, “ See, my 
lord 1 ” pointing to a something connected with the hose. The 
Archbishop paled, then flushed, and passed the hose to the Lord High 
Admiral, whispering, “ See, my lord ! ” The Admiral passed the hose 
to the Hereditary Grand Diaperer, and had hardly breath enough in 
his body to ejaculate, “ See, my lord ! ” The hose drifted backward 
along the line, to the Chief Steward of the Household, the Constable 
of the Tower, Norroy King-at-Arms, the Master of the Wardrobe, the 
Chancellor Koyal of the Duchy of Lancaster, the Third Groom of the- 




'‘LE ROI EST MORT—VJVE LE ROI.” 


. 146 


Stole, the Head Hanger of Windsor Forest, the Second Gentleman of- 
the Bedchamber, the First Lord of the Biickhounds,—accompanied 
always with that amazed and frightened “ See! see! ”—till they 
finally reached the hands of the Chief Equeriy in Waiting, who gazed 
a,moment, with a pallid face, upon wJiat had caused all this dismay, 
then hoarsely whispered, “ Body of my life, a tag gone from a truss- 
j)oint !-^to the Tower with the Head Keeper of the King’s Hose ! ”— 
alter which he leaned upon the shoulder of the First Lord of the Buck- 
hounds to regather his vanished strength whilst fresh hose, without any 
damaged strings to them, were brought. 

But all things must have an end, and so in time Tom Canty was in 
a condition to get out of bed. The proper official poured water, the 
]‘rof)er official engineered the washing, the pro[ier official stood by with 
a towel, and hy-and-by Tom got safely through the purifying stage 
and was ready for the services of the Hair dresser-royal. When he at 
length emerged from tliis master’s hands, he was a gracious figure and 
as pretty as a girl, in his mantle and trunks of purple satin, and purple- 
plumed cap. He now moved in state toward his breakfast-room, through 
the midst of the courtly assemblage; and as he passed, these fell back, 
leaving his way free, and dropped upon their knees. 

After breakfast he was conducted, with'regal ceremony, attended 
by his great officers and his guard of filty Gentlemen Pensioners bear¬ 
ing gilt battle-axes, to the throne-room, wlicre he proceeded to transact 
business of state. His “ uncle,” Lord Hertford, took his stand by the 
throne, to assist the royal mind with wise counsel. 

The body of illustrious men named by the late King as his executors, 
appeared, to ask Tom's approval of certain acts of theirs—rather a form, 
and yet not wholly a form, since there was no Protector as yet. The 
Archbishop of Canterbury made report of the decre? of the Council of 
Executors concerning the obsequies of his late most illustrious Majestt', 
and finished by reading the signatures of the Executors, to wit; the 
Archbishop of Canterbury; the Lord Chancellor of England; William 
Lord St. John; John Lord Russell; Edward Earl of Hertford; John 

Viscount Lisle; Cuthbert Bishop of Durham- 

L 
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Tom was not listening—an earlier clause of the document was puz¬ 
zling him. At tliis point he turned and whispered to Lord Hertford— 

“ What day did he say the burial hath been appointed for ? ” 

“ The 16th of the coming month, my liege.” 

“ ’Tis a strange folly. Will he keep ? ” 

Poor chap, he Avas still new to the customs of royalty; he was used 
to seeing the forlorn dead of Offal Court hustled out of the way with a 
very different sort of expedition. However, the Lord Hertford set his 
mind at rest with a word or two. 

A secretary of state presented an order -of the Council appointing 
the morrow at eleven for the reception of the foreign ambassadors, and 
.desired the King’s assent. 

Tom turned an inquiring look toward Hertford, who whispered— 

“Your Majesty Avill signify consent. They come to testify their 
royal masters’ sense of the heavy calamity which hath visited your grace 
and the realm of England.” 

Tom did as he was bidden. Another secretary began to read a 
preamble concerning the expense.s of the late King’s household, which 
had amounted to 28,000/. daring the preceding six months—a sum so 
vast .that it made Tom Canty gasp; he gasped again wlien the fact aj)- 
fj^red that 20,000/. of this money was still owing and unpaid; * and 
once more Avhen it apjteared that the King’s coffers were about empty, 
and, .his twelve hundred servants much embarrassed for lack of the 
wages due them. Tom spoke out, with lively apprehension— 

We be going to the dogs, ’tis plain. ’Tis meet and necessary that 
we take a smaller house and set the servants at large, sith they be of no 
value but to make delay, and trouble one with offices that harass the 
spirit and shame the soul, they misbecoming any but a doll, that hath 
nor brains nor hands to help itself withal. I remember me of a small 

house that standeth over against the fish-market, by Billingsgate-” 

A sharp pressure upon Tom’s arm stopped his foolish tongue and 
sent a blush to his face; but no countenance there betrayed any sign 
that this strange speech had been remarked or given concern. 

' Hume. 



ROI mr MORT—VIVE Lb' ROI.” 


147 


A secretary made report that forasmuch as the late King had pro • 
vided in his will for conferring the ducal degree upon the Earl of 
Hertford and raising his brother, Sir Thomas Seymour, to the peerage, 
and likewise Hertford’s son to an earldom, together with similar 
aggrandisements to other great servants of the Crown, the Council had 



“A SUC'KKTAKV OV STATE TKT.SENTKl) AN OKUEU." 


resolved to liold a sitting on the 16th of February for the delivering 
and confirming of these honours, and that meantime, the late King not 
having granted, in writing, estates suitable to the support of these 
idignities, the Council, knowing his private wishes in that regard, had 
' thought proper to grant to Seymour “ 500<. lands,” and to Hertford’s 
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148 »LE BOX EST MOmP-^VIVE LE BOX” 

son “ 800 pound lands, and 300 pound of the next bishop’s lands which 
should fall vacant,”—his present Majesty being willing.* 

Tom was about to blurt out something about the propriety of 
paying the late King’s debts first, before squandering all this money ; 
but a timely touch upon his arm, from the thoughtful Hertford, saved 
him this indiscretion; wherefore he gave the royal assent, without 
spoken comment, but with much inward discomfort. While he sat 
reflecting, a moment, over the ease with which he w’as doing strange 
and glittering miracles, a happy thought shot into his mind : why not 
make his mother Duchess of Oflal Court, and give her an estate ? But 
a sorrowful thought swept it instantly away : he was only a king in 
name, the.se grave veterans and great nobles were his masters; to them 
his mother was only the creature of a diseased mind; they would 
simply listen to his project with unbelieving ears, then send for the 
doctor. 

The dull work w-ent tediously' on. Petitions were read, and pro¬ 
clamations, patents, and all manner of w'ordy, repetitious, and wearisome ‘ 
papers relating to the public business; and at la.st Tom sighed 
pathetically and murmured to himself, “ In what have I offended, that 
the good God should take me away from the fields and the free air and 
the sunshine, to shut me up here and make me a king and afSict me 
bo?” Then his poor muddled head nodded a while, and presently 
drooped to his shoulder; and the busine.ss of the empire came to a 
standstill for want of that august factor, the ratifying power. Silence 
ensued around the slumbering child, and. the sages of the realm ceased 
from their deliberations. 

During the forenoon, Tom had an enjoyable hour, by permission 
of his keepers, Hertford and St. John, w'itli the Lady Elizabeth and the 
little Lady Jane Grey; though the spirits of the princesses were rather 
subdued by the mighty stroke that had fallen upon the royal house ; 
and at the end of the visit his “ elder sister ”—afterwards the “ Bloody 
Mary" of history—chilled him with a solemn interview which had 
but one merit in his eyes, its brevity'. He had a few moments to hini- 

‘ Hume. 
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self, and then a slim lad of about twelve yearg of age was admitted to 
]iis presence, whose clothing, except his snowy ruff and the laces about 
I'lis wrists, -was of black,—doublet, hose and all. He bore no badge of 
mourning but a knot of purple ribbon on his shoulder. He advanced 
hesitatingly, with head bowed and bare, and dropped upon one knee in 
front of Tom. Tom sat still and contemplated him soberly a moment. 
Then he said— 



“the noY n(KK, am) sTiion at lOiAcumi. eask.'’ 


“ Kise, lad. Who art thou ? What wouldst have ? ” 

The boy rose, and stood at graceful ease, but with an aspect of 
concern in his face. He said— 

“ Of a surety thou mu,st remember me, my krd, I jim thy whip- 
l)ing-boy.” 

“ My tchipplng boy ? ” 












ISO 


* 

“LE llOI EST MORT-riVE LE ROI.” 

“ The same, your grace. I am Humphrey—Humphrey Marlow.” 
Tom perceived that here was someone whom his keepers ought 
to have posted him about. The situation was delicate. What should 
he do ?—pretend ho knew this lad, and then betray by his every 
utterance, that he had never heard of him before ? No, that would 
not do. An idea came to his relief: accidents like this might he 
likely to happen with some frequency, now that business urgencies 
would often call Hertford and St. John from his side, they being 
members of the Council of Exectitors; tlierefore perhaps it would be 
well to strike out a plan himself to meet the rtMiuirements of such 
emergencies. Yes, that w'ould he a wise course—he would practise on 
this boy, and see what sort of success he might achieve. So he stroked 
his brow, perplexedly, a moment or two, and presently said—• 

■ “ Now I seem to remember thee somewlial—hut luy wit is clogged 
and dim with suffering-” 

“ Alack, my poor master ! " ejaculated the whip[)ing-boy, with 
■feeling; adding, to himself, “In truth’tis as ihey said—his mind i.= 
gone—alas, poor soul! But misfortune catch me, how am I forgetting ! 
they said one must not seem to observe that aught is wrong ■with 
jiim.” 

“ ’Tis strange how my memory doth wanton ■with me these day,s,’' 
said Tom. “ But mind it not—1 mend apace—a little clue doth often 
serve to bring me back again the things and names which had escaped 
mev ■ [And not they, only, for.sooth, but e’en such as I ne’er heard 
before—as this lad shall see.] Give thy business speech.” 

’Tis matter of small weight, my liege, yet will I touch upon it .an 
it please your grace. Two days gone by, when your Majesty faulted 
thrice in your Greek—in the morning lessons,—dost remember it ? ” 

“ Y-e-s—methinks I do. [It is not much of A lie—an’ I had 
meddled with the Greek at all, I had not faulted simply thrice, but 
forty times.] Yes, I do recall it, now—go on.” 

“-The master, being wroth with what he termed such slovenly 

and doltish work, did promise that he would soundly whip me for it— 
and-” 
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“ Whip thee ! ” said Tom, astonished out of his presence of mind. 
“ AVliy should he whip thee for faults of mine ? ” 

“ Ah, your grace forgetteth again. lie always scourgeth me, when 
thou dost fiiil in ihy lessons.” 

“True, true—I had forgot. Thou teaehest me in private—then 

if I fail, ho argueth that thy office was lamely done, and-” 

“ Oil, my liege, what words are these ? 1, the humblest of thy ser¬ 

vants, firesuaie to teach thee ? ” 

“ Then where is thy 
blame ?' What riddle is 
this ? Am T in truth gone 
mad, or is it thou ? Explain 
—sjieak out.” 

“ But, good your Ma¬ 
jesty, there’s nought tl.at 
iieedeth simplifying.—Xone 
may visit the sacred jjcrsoii 
of the Prince of Wales with 
blows; wherefore when he 
faidteth, ’tis I that take 
tliein; and meet it is and 
right, for that it is mine 
office and iny livelihood.” ‘ 

Tom stared at the 

traiKinil boy, observing to ‘‘Vi-i i ih.vt i.vkk 

himself, “ Lo, it is a 
wonderful thing,—a most strange and curious trade ; I marvel they 
liave not hired a boy to take my combings and my dressings for me— 
.would heaven they would !—an’ they will do this tiling, I will take 
my la.shings in mine own person, giving God thanks for the change.” 
,1'hen he said aloud— 

“And hast thou been beaten, poor friend, according to the 
jiromisc ? ” 



' Sco Note 8, at end of volnnie. 
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‘‘ No, good your Majesty, my punishment was appointed for this 
day, and jieradventure it may be anntilled, as unbefitting the season 
of mourning that is come upon us; I know not, and so have made 
bold to come hither and remind your grace about your gracious pro¬ 
mise to intercede in my behalf-^— ” 

“With the master ? To save thee thy whipping? ” 

“ Ah, thou dost remember ! ” 

“ My memory mendctli, thou seest. Set thy mind at ease—thy 
back shall go unscathed—I will see to it.” 

“ Oh, thanks, my good lord ! ” cried the boy, dropping upon his 
knee again. “ Mayhap 1 have ventured far enow ; and yet ”... 

{seeing Master Humphrey hesitate, Tom encouraged him to go on, 
saying he was “ in the granting mood.” 

“ Then will I speak it out, for it lieth near my heart. Sith thou 
art no more Prince of Wales but King, tluui canst order matter.s as 
thou wilt, with none to say thee nay ; wherefore it is not in reason 
that thou wilt longer ve.K thyself with dreary .studie.s, but wilt burn 
thy books and turn tliy mind to things less irksome. Then am 1 
ruined, and mine orphan sisters with me ! ” 

“ linined ? Pritliee how ? ” 

“ My back is my bread, O my gracious liege ! if it go idle, 1 starve. 
An’ thou cease from study, mine office is gone, thou’lt need no whip¬ 
ping-boy. I)o not turn me away ! ” 

Tom was touclied with this pathetic distress, lie said, witli a 
right royal burst of generosity— 

“Discomfort thyself no further, lad. Thino office shall be perma¬ 
nent in thee and thy line, for ever.” Then ho struck the boy a light 
blow on the shoulder with the flat of his sword, e.xclaiming, “ Pise, 
Humphrey Marlow, Hereditary Grand Whipj)ing-Boy to the Koyal 
House of England! Banish sorrow—I will betake me to my books 
again, and study so ill that they must in justice treble thy wage, .so 
mightily shall the business of thine office be augmented.” 

The grateful Humphrey responded fervidly— 

“ Thanks, O most noble master, this princely lavishness doth far 
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surpass lujr most distempered dreams of fortune. Now shall I be 
happy all ray days, and all the house of Marlow after rae.” 

Tom had wit enough to perceive that here was a lad who could be 
useful to him. He encouraged Humphrey to talk, and he was nothing 
loath. He was delighted to believe that he was helping in Tom’s 
cure; ” for always, as soon as he had finished calling back to Tom’s 
diseased mind the various particulars of his experiences and adven¬ 
tures in the royal school-room and elsewhere about the palace, he 
noticed that Tom was then able to “ recall ” the circumstances quite 
clearly. At the end of an hour Tom found himself well freighted with 
very valuable information concerning personages and matters pertain* 
ing to the Court; so he resolved to draw instruction from this source 
daily; and to this end he would give order to admit Humphrey to the 
royal closet whenever he might come, ])rovidedthe majesty of England 
was not engaged with otlier peojde. Humphrey liad hardly been dis¬ 
missed when my Lord Hertford arrived with more trouble for Tom. 

He said that the Lords of the Council, fearing that some over¬ 
wrought report of the King’s damaged health might have leaked out 
Mid got abroad, they deemed it wise and lie.^t that liis Majesty should 
begin to dine in public alter a day or two—Ids wholesome complexion 
and vigorous steji, assisted by a carefully guarded repose of manner 
and ease and grace of demeanour, would more surely quiet t’ne general 
j'ulse—in case anj' evil rumours had gone about—than any other 
scheme that could lieMevised. 

Then the Earl proceeded, very delicately, to instruct Tom as to the 
observances jiroper to the stately occasion, under the rather tliin dis¬ 
guise of “reminding” him concerning things already known to him ; 
but to his vast gratification it turned out that Tom needed very little 
help in this line—ho had been making use of Humphrey in that direc¬ 
tion, for Humphrey had mentioned that within a few days he was to 
begin to dine in public; haviiig gathered it from the swift-winged 
gossip of the Court. Tom kept these facts to himself, however. 

Seeing the royal memory so improved, the Earl ventured to apply 
a few tests to it, in an apparently casual way, to find out how far its 
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amendment had progressed. The results were happy, here and there, 
in spots—spots where Humphrey’s tracks remained—and on the whole 
my lord was greatly pleased and encouraged. So encouraged was he, 
indeed, that he spoke up and said in a quite hopcTul voice— 

“ Now am I persuaded that if your Majesty will but tax your 
memory yet a little further, it will resolve the puzzle of the Great Seal 



“IF VOUH MAJEvry WII.L BCT TAy YOlU MKMOliV. 


— a loss which was of moment yesterday, although of none to-day, since 
itp term of service ended with our late lord's life. May it please 
30 Mr Grace to liiake the trial ? ’* 

Tom was at sea—a Great Seal was a something which he was 
totally unacquainted with. After a moment’s hesitation he looked uji 
innocently and asked— 









liOI EHT MOltT-VlVE LE It 01." Jft5 

“ WImt was it like, iny lord ? ” 

The Earl .started, almost impcrceptilily, muttering to liimself, 
“ Alack, his wits are flown again !—it was ill wi.stlom to lead him <iii 
f(> .strain them ’’- then ho do/ily fiiriied the talk to other matters, Avith 
the pnrpo.se of sweeping the unlucky See.l out of Tom’.s thoughts—a 
purpose which easily succeeded. 
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Tin; next dny the toreiim anihaspiidor.-s came, with their gorgeotw 
traine; and Tom, throned in awful state, received them. The splen¬ 
dours of the scene delighted liis eye and fired his imagination, at first, 
hut the audience was long and dreary, and so were most of the 
addresses—wherefore, what T)egan as a pdeasure, grew into wearines.e 
and homesichness hy-and-hy. Tom said the words which Jlertford put 
into his mouth from time to time, and tried hard to acquit himself 
satisliictoril y, but ire was too new to such things, and too ill at ease to 
accomplish more than a tolerable success. He looked sufficiently like 
a king, but he was ill able to feel like one. lie was cordially glad 
when the ceremony was ended. 

The larger part of his day was “ wa.sted ”—as he termed it, in his 
own mind—in labours pertaining to ids roj’al office. Even the two 
hours devoted to certain priticcly pa.stimes and recreations were rather 
a burden to him, than otherwise, they were so fettered by re.strictionS 
and ceremonious observances. However, be had a private hour with 
Ids whipping-boy winch he counted clear gain, since he got both enter¬ 
tainment and needful information out of it. 

The third day of Tom Canty’s kingship came and went much as 
the others had done, but there was a lifting of hi.s cloud in one way— 
he felt less uncomfortable than at first; he was getting a little used to 
his circumstances and surroundings; his chains still galled, but not all 
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the time; he found that the presence and homage of the great afflicted 
and emhaiTassed him less and less sharply with every hour that drifted 
over his head. 

But for one single dread, he could have seen the fourth day ap¬ 
proach without serious distress—the dining in public ; it was to begin 
that day. There were greater matters in the programme—for on that 
day he would have to preside at a Council which would take his^views 
and commands concerning the policy to be pursued toward various 
foreign nations scattered far and near over the great globe; on that 
day, too, Hertford would be formally chosen to tlwi grand office of Lord 
Protector; other things of note were appointed for that fourth day, 
also;' but to Tom they were all insignificant compared with the ordeal 
of dining all by himself with a multitude of curious eyes fastened upon 
him and a multitude of mouths whispering comments upon his per¬ 
formance,—and upon his mistakes, if he should be so unlucky as to 
make any. 

Still, nothing could stop that fourth day, and so it came. It found 
poor TjCjip low-spirited and absent-minded, and this mood continued; 
he could not shake it off. The ordinary duties of the morning dragge(' 
upon his hands, and wearied him. Once more he felt the sense of 
captivity heavy upon him. 

Late in the forenoon he was in a large audience chamber, conver¬ 
sing tvith the Earl of Hertford and dully awaiting the striking of the 
hour appointed for a visit of ceremony from a considerable number 
of great officials and courtiers. 

After a little while, Tom, who had wandered to a window and 
become interested in the life and movement of the great highway 
beyond the palace gates—and not idly interested, but longing with 
all his heart to take part in person in its siir and freedom—saw the 
van of a hooting and shouting mob of disorderly men, women, and 
children of the lowest and poorest degree approaching from up the 
road. 

“ I would I knew what 'tis about! ” he exclaimed, with all a boy’s 
duiiosity in such happenings. 
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“ Thou art the King ” solemnly responded the Earl, with a rever¬ 
ence. “ Have I your Grace’s leave to act ? ” 

“ O blithely, yes ! O gladly, yes ! ” exclaimed Tom, excitedly, 
adding to himself wdth a lively sense of satisfaction, “ In truth, being 
a king is not all dreariness 
—it hath its compensations 
and conveniences.” . 

The Earl called a page, 
and sent him to the captain 
of the guard with the 
order— 

“ Let the mob be halted, 
and inquiry made concern¬ 
ing the occasion of its move¬ 
ment. By the King’s com¬ 
mand ! ” 

A few seconds later a 
Ifiiig rank of the royal 
guards, cased in flashing, 
steel, filed out at the gates 
and formed across the high¬ 
way in front of the multi¬ 
tude. A messenger returned, 
to report that the crowd 
were following a man, a 
woman, and a young girl to 
execution lor crimes com¬ 
mitted against the peace “ tom had wandekkd to a window.” 
and dignity of the realm. 

Death—and a violent death—for these poor unfortunates! The 
thought wrung Tom’s heart-strings. The spirit of compassion took 
control of him, to the exclusion of all other considerations; he never 
thought of the offended laws, or of the grief or loss which these three 
criminals had inflicted upon their victims, he could think of nothing 

At 
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but the scaffold and the grisly fate hanging over the heads of the con¬ 
demned. His concern made him even forget, for the moment, that 
he waiS but the false shadow of a king, not the substance; and before 
he knew it he had blurted out the command— 

“ Bring them here! ” 

Then he blushed scarlet, and a sort of apology sprung to his lips; 
but observing that his order had wrought no sort of surprise in the 
Earl or the waiting page, he suppressed the words he was about to 
utter. The page, in the most matter-of-course way, made a profound 
obeisance and retired backwards out of the room to deliver the com¬ 
mand.. Tom experienced a glow of pride and a renewed sense of the 
compensating advantages of the kingly office. He said to himself, 
‘‘ Truly it is like what I was used to feel when I read the old priest’s 
tales, and did imagine mine own self a prince, giving law and com¬ 
mand to all, saying ‘ Do this, do that,’ whilst none durst offer let or 
hindrance to my will.” 

Now the doors swung open; one high-sounding title after another 
was announced, the personages owning them followed, and the place 
was qpickly half filled with noble folk and finery. But Tom was 
hardly conscious of the presence of these jjeople, so wrought up was 
he and so intensely absorbed in that other and more interesting matter. 
He seated himself, absently, in his chair of state, and turned hi^ 
eyes upon the door with manifestations of impatient expectancy; 
seelag ,which, the company forebore to trouble him, and fell to 
cltatting a mixture of public business and court gossip one with 
another. 

In a little while the measured tread of military men was heard 
approaching, and the culprits entered the presence in charge of an 
under-sheriff and escorted by a detail of the king’s guard. The civil 
officer knelt before Tom, then stood aside; the three doomed persons 
knelt, also, and remained so; the guard took position behind Tom’s 
chair. Tom scanned the prisoners curiously. Something about the 
dress or appearance of the man had stirred a vague memgry in him. 

“ Methinkfi I have seen this man ere now . . . but the when or the' 
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where fail me”—such was Tom’s thought. Just then the man 
glanced quickly up and quickly dropped his face again, not being able 
to endure the awful port of sovereignty; but the one full glimpse of 
the face, which Tom got, was sufficient. He said to himself: “Now 
is the matter clear; this is the 
stranger that plucked Giles Witt 
out of the Thames, and saved his 
life, that windy, bitter, first day 
of the New Year—a brave good 
<leed—pity he hath been doin 
baser ones and got himself in this 
:«(! case. ... I have not forgot 
th , day, neither the hour; by 
reason that an hour .after, 
upon the stroke of eleven, 

I did get a hiding by the ^ 
band of Gammer Canty 
which was of so goodly 



and admired severity that all that went before or followed after it were 
but fondlings and caresses by comparison.” 

Tom now ordered that the woman and the girl be removed from 

M 2 
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the presence for a little time; then addressed himself to the under- 
sheriff, saying— 

“ Good sir, what is this man’s offence ? ” 

The officer knelt, and answered— 

“ So please your Majesty, he hath taken the life of a subject by 
poison.” 

Tom’s compassion for the prisoner, and admiration of him as the 
daring rescuer of a drowning boy, experienced a most damaging shock. 
“ The thing was proven upon him ? ” he asked. 

“ Most clearly, sire.” 

Tom sighed, and said— 

“ Take him away—ho hath earned his death. ’Tis a pity, for he 
was a brave heart—na—na, I mean he hath the looh of it! ” 

The prisoner clasped his hands together with sudden energy, and 
wrung them despairingly, at the same time ajtpealing imploringly to 
the “ King ” in broken and terrified phrases— 

“ O my lord the King, an’ thou canst pity the lost, have pity upon 
me ! I am innocent—neither hath that wherewith I am charged 
been more than but lamely proved—yet I speak not of that; the 
judgment is gone forth against me .and may not suffer altei'ation ; yet 
in mine extremity I beg a boon, for my doom is more than I can bear. 
A grace, a grace, my lord the King ! in thy royal compassion grant my 
prayer—give commandment that I be hanged ! ” 

Tom was amazed. This was not the outcome he had looked for. 

“ Odds my life, a strange hoon ! Was it not the fate intended thee ? ” 
“ O good my liege, not so ! It is ordered that I be boiled alive ! ” 
The hideous surprise of these words almost made Tom spring from 
his chair. As soon as he could recover his wits he cried out— 

“ Have thy wish, poor soul! an’ thou had poisoned a hundred men 
thoU shouldst not suffer so miserable a death.” 

The prisoner bowed his face to the ground and burst into passionate 
expressions pf gratitude—ending with— 

“ If ever thou shouldst know misfortune—which God forefend !— 
may thy goodness to mo this day be remembered and requited I ” 
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Tom turned to the Earl of Hertford, and said— 

“ My lord, is it believable that there was wairant for this man’s 
ferocious doom ? ” 

“ It is the law, your Grace—for poisoners. In Germany coiners 
be boiled to death in oil —not cast in of a sudden, but by a rope let 
down into the oil by degrees, and slowly; first the feet, then the legs, 
then-” 

“ O prithee no more, my lord, I cannot bear it! ” cried Tom, cover¬ 
ing Lis eyes with his hands to shut out.the picture. “I beseech your 
good lordsliij) that order be taken to change this law—oh, let no more 
]ioor creatures be visited with its tortures.” 

The Earl’s face showed profound gratification, for he was a man of 
incri’iful and generous impulses—a thing not very common with his 
class in that fierce age. He said— 

“ These your Grace’s noble rvords have setiled its doom. History 
u’ill remember it to the honotir of your royal house.” 

The under-sheriff was about to remove his prisoner; Tom gave him 
,i sign to Avait; then he said— 

“ Good sir, I Avould look into this matter further. The man has 
said his deed w.as hut laiucly proved. Tell mo wliat thou knowest.” 

“ If the King’s grace please, it did appear upon the trial, that this 
jnan entered info a house in the hamlet of Islington where one lay sick 
—three witnesses say it rvas at ten of the clock in the morning, and two 
say it was some minutes later—the sick man being alone at the time, 
and sleeping—and presently the man came forth again, and went his 
way. The sick man died within the hour, being torn with spasms and 
retchings.” 

“ Did any see the poison given ? Was poison found ? ” 

“ Marry, no, my liege.” 

“ Then how doth one know there was poison given at all ? ” 

“ Please your Majesty, the doctors testified that none die with such 
symptoms but by poison.” 

Weighty evidence, this—in that simple age. Tom recognised its 
formidable nature, and said— 
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“ The doctor knoweth his trade—belike they were right. The 
matter hath an ill look for this poor man.” 

“Yet was not this all, your Majesty; there is more and worse. 
Many testified that a witch, since gone from the village, none know 
whither, did foretell, and speak it privately in their ears, that the sick 
man would die by poison —and more, that a stranger would give it—a 
stranger with brown hair and clothed in a worn and common garb; 
and surely this prisoner doth anstver woundily to the bill. Please 
your Majesty to give the dircunistance that solemn weight wdiich is its 
.due, seeing it was foretold.” 

This was an argument of tremendous force, in that superstitious 
day. Tom felt that the thing was settled; if evidence was worth any 
thing, this poor fellow’s guilt was proved, ytill he offered the prisoner 
a chance, saying— 

“ If thou canst say aught in thy behalf, spejik.” 

“ Nought that will avail, my King. 1 'am innocent, yet cannot I 
make it appear. I have no friends, else might 1 show that I was not in 
Islington that day ; so also might I show that at that hour they name 
I was above a league away, seeing I was at "Wapping Old Stairs ; yea 
more, my King, for I could show, that whilst they say I was taking life, 

I tvas saving it. A drowning boy-” 

“ Peace ! Sheriff, name the day the deed was done ! ” 

“At ten in the morning, or some minutes later, the first day of the 

New Year, most illustrious-” 

“Let the prisoner go free—it is the King’s will! ’’ 

Another blush followed this unregal outburst, and he covered his 
indecorum as well as he could by adding— 

“Tt enrageth me that a man should be hanged upon such idle, hare¬ 
brained evidence! ” 

A low buzz of admiration^sw'ept through the assemblage. It was 
not-admiration of the decree thht had been delivered by Tom, for the 
propriety oi expediency of pardoning a convicted poisoner was a thing 
" which few there would have felt justified in either admitting or admir¬ 
ing—no, the admiration w’as for the intelligence and spirit w'hich 
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Tom had displayed. Some of the low-voiced re¬ 
marks were to this effect— 

“ This is no mad king—he hath his wits sound.” 

“ How sanely he put his questions—how like his 
former natural self was this abrupt imperious disposal 
of the matter I ” 

“ God be thanked, his infirmity is spent! This 
is no weakling, but a king. He hath borne himself 
like to his own fathej.” 

The air being filled with applause, Tom’s ear 
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necessarily caught a little of it. The effect which 
this had upon him was to put him greatly at his 
ease, and also to charge his system with very gratify¬ 
ing sensations. 
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However, his juvenile curidsity soon rose superior to these pleasant 
thoughts and feelings; he was eager to know what sort of deadly mis¬ 
chief the woman and the little girl could have been about; so, by his 
command the two terrified and sobbing creatures were brought before 
him. 

“ What is it that these have done ? ” he inquired of the sheriff. 

“ Please your Majesty, a black crime is charged upon them, and 
clearly proven; wherefore the judges have decreed, according to the 
law, that they be hanged. ' They sold themselves to the devil—such is 
their crime.” 


Tom shuddered. He had been taught to abhor people who did this 



wicked thing. Still, he was 
not going to deny himself 
the pleasure of feeding his 
curiosity, for all that; so he 
asked— 

“ Where was this done ? 
—and when ? ” 

“ On a midnight, in De¬ 
cember—in a ruined church, 
your Majesty.” 

Tom shuddered again. 


e WHAT js rr that these have done ? 


“ M^'ho was there pre¬ 


sent ? ” 


Qnly these two, your grace—and t/iai other” 
“ Have these confessed 7 ” 


“ Nay, not so, sire—they do deny it.” 

‘“Theft prithee, how was it known 7 ” 

“ Certain witnesses did see them wending thither, good your 
Majesty; this bred the suspicion, and dire effects have since confirmed 
and justified it. In particular, it is in evidence that through the 
wicked power so obtained, they did invoke and bring about a storm 
that wasted all the region round about. Above forty witnesses have 
proved the storm; and sooth one might have had a thousand, for all 
ht^-reason to remember it, sith aSl had suffered by it.” 
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“ Certes this is a serious matter.” Tom turned tliis dark piece of 
scoundrelism over in his mind a while, then asked— 

“ Suffered the woman, also, by the storm ? ” 

Several old heads among the assemblage nodded their recognition 
of the wisdom of this question. The sheriff, however, saw nothing con¬ 
sequential in the inquiry ; he answered, with simple directness— 

Indeed did slie, your Majesty, and most righteously, as all aver. 
Her habitation was swept away, and herself and child left shelter¬ 
less.” 

“ Methinks the power to do herself so ill a turn was dearly bought 
She had been cheated, had she paid but a farthing for it; that she 
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paid her soul, and her child’s, argueth that she is mad; if she is mad 
she knoweth not what she doth, therefore sinneth not.” 

The elderly heads nodded recognition of Tom’s wisdom once more, 
and one individual murmured, “ An’ the King be mad himself, accord¬ 
ing to report, then is it a madness of a sort that would improve the 
sanity of some I wot of, if by the gentle providence of God they could 
but catch it.” 

“ What age hath the child ? ” asked ‘Tom. 

“ Nine years, please your Majesty.” 
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“By the law of England may a child enter into covenant and sell 
itself, my lord ? ” asked Tom, turning to a learned judge. 

“The law doth not permit a child to make or meddle in any 
weighty matter, good my liege, holding that its callow wit unfitteth it 
to cope with the riper ivit and evil schemings o£ them that are its 
elders. The devil may buy a child, if he so choose, and the child agree 
thereto, but not an Englishman—in this latter case the contract would 
be null and void.” 

“ It seemeth a rude unchristian thing, and ill contrived, that 
English law denieth privileges to Englishmen, to waste them on the 
devil 1 ” cried Tom, with honest heat. 

This novel view of the matter excited many smiles, and was stored 
away in many heads to be repeated about the Court as evidence of 
Tom’s originality as well as 2 )rogress toward mental health. 

The elder culprit had ceased from sobbing, and was hatiging upon 
Tom’s words with an excited interest and a growing hope. Tom 
noticed this, and it strongly inclined his symjiathies toward her in her 
perilous and unfriended situation. Presently he asked— 

How wrought they, to bring the storm ? ” 

“ By pidling off their sfoehing^, sire.” 

This astonished Tom, and also fired his curiosity to fever heat. He 
said, eagerly— 

“ It is wonderful! Hath it ahvays this dread effect ? ” 

“ Always, my liege—at least if the wcyuan desire it, and utter the 
needful words, either in her mind or with her tongue.” 

Tom turned to the woman, and said with impetuous zeal— 

“ Exert thy pow'er—I would see a storm ! ” 

There was a sudden paling of cheeks in the superstitious assem¬ 
blage, and a general, though unexpressed, desire to get out of the place 
—all of which was lost upon Tom, who was dead to everything but 
the proposed cataclysm. Seeing a puzzled and astonished look in the 
woman’s face, he added, excitedly— 

“ Never fear—thou shalt be blameless. More—thou shalt go free 
—none shall touch thee. Exert thy power.” 
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“ Oh, x«y lord the King, I have it not—1 have been falsely accused.” 

“ Thy fears stay thee. Be of good heart, thou shalt suffer no 
harm. Make a storm—it mattereth not how small a oite—I require 
nought great or harmful, but indeed prefer the opposite—do this and 
thy life is spared—thou sbalt go out free, with thy child, bearing the 
King’s pardon, and safe from hurt or malice from any in the realm.” 

The woman prostrated herself, and protested, with tears, that she 
had no power to do the miracle, else she would gladly win her child’s 
lifi-, alone, and be content to lose her own, if by obedience to the 
King’s command so precious a grace might be ac(iuired. 

Tom urged—the woman still adiiered to her declarations. Finally 
he said— 

“ I think the woman hath said true. An’ wy mother w’ere in her 
place and gifted with the devil’s functions, she had not stayed a 
moment to call her storms and lay the whole land in ruins, if the 
saving of my forfeit life were the price she got! It is argument that 
other mothers arc made in like mould. Thou art free, goodwife— 
thou and thy child—lor I do think thee innocent. Now thou’st nought 
to fear, being pardoned—pull off thy stockings !—an’ thou canst make 
me a storm, thou shalt be rich 1 ” 

The redeemed creature was loud in her gratitude, and proceeded to 
('hey, whilst Tom looked on with eager e.Kpectancy, a little marred by 
apprehension; the courtiers at the same time manifesting decided dis¬ 
comfort and uneasiness. The woman stripped her own feet and her 
little girl's also, and plainly did her best to reward the King’s generosity 
with an earthquake, but it was all a failure and a disappointment. 
Tom sighed, and said— 

There, good soul, trouble thyself no further, thy power is departed 
out of thee. Go thy way in peace; and if it return to thee at any 
time, forget me not, but fetch me a storm.”' 

' See Notes to Chapter X\h at the end of the volume. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

THE STATE DINNER. 

Tjie dinner hour drew ne-ir—yet strangely enough, the thought 
brought but slight discomfort to Tom, and hardly any terror. The 
morning’s experiences had wonderfully built up his confidence; the 
poor little ash-cat was already more wonted to his .strange garret, after 
four days’ habit, than a mature person could have become in a full 
month. A child’s facility in accommodating it.self to circumstances 
was never more strikingly illustrated. 

Let us privileged ones hurry to the groat banqueting-room and 
have a glance at matters there whilst Tom is being made ready for 
the imposing occasion. It is a spacious apartment, with gilded pillars 
and pilasters, and pictured walls and ceilings. At the door stand tall 
guards, as rigid as statues, dressed in rich and picturesque c«.stumes, 
and bearing halberds. In a high gallery which rttns all around the 
]«lacc is a band of musicians and a packed company of citizens of both 
•sexes, in brilliant attire. In the centre of the room, upon a raised 
platform, is Tom’s table. Now let the ancient chronicler spejik : 

“ A gentleman enters the room bearing a rod, and along with him 
another bearing a table-cloth, which, after they have both kneeled 
three times with the utmost veneration, he spreads upon the table, 
and after kneeling again they jpoth retire; then come two others, one 
with the rod again, the other with a salt-cellar, a plate, and bread; 
when they have kneeled as the others had done, and placed what was 
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brought upon the table, they too retire with t^e same ceremonies per¬ 
formed by the first; at last come two nobles, richly clothed, one bear¬ 
ing a tasting-knife, who, after prostrating themselves three times in the' 
most' graceful nrnnner, approach and rub the table with bread and salt, 
with as much awe as if the King had been present.” ‘ 



“ A GKNTLEMAN BKAHIKU A UOD.” 


So end the solemn preliminaries. Now, iar down the echoing 
corridors we hear a bugle-blast, and the indistinct cry, “ Place for the 
King! way for the King’s most excellent majesty! ” These sound.s 
are momently repeated—they grow nearer and nearer—and presently, 
almost in our faces, the martial note peals and the cry rings but, 

' Leigh Hunt’s “The Town,” p. 408, quotation from an early tourist. 
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light was in his eye. He bore himself right gracefully, and all tlie 
DJore so because he was not thinking of how he was doing it, his mind 
being charmed and occupied with the blithe sights and sounds about' 
him—ajid besides, nobody can be very ungraceful ill nicely-fitting 
beautiful clothes after he has grown a little used to them—especially 
If he is for the moment unconscious of them. Tom remembered his 
instructions, and acknowledged his greeting with a slight inclination of 
ys plumed head, and a courteous “ I thank ye, my good people.” 

He seated himself at table, without removing his cap; and did it 

without the least em¬ 
barrassment ; for to eat 
with one’s cap on was 
the one solitary royal 
custom upon which the 
kings and the Cantys met 
upon common ground, 
neither party having any 
advantage over the other 
in the matter of old fami¬ 
liarity with it. The pa¬ 
geant broke up and grou])- 
ed itself picturesquely, 
and remained bareheaded. 
Now, to the sound of 
gay music, the Yeomen 
of the Guard entered,— 
^‘the tallest and mightiest men in England, they being carefully 
selected in this regard ’’—but we will let the chronicler tell about 
it;— 

“ The Yeomen of the Guard entered, bareheaded, clothed in 
scarlet, with golden rosea upon their backs; and these went and came, 
bfinging in each turn a course of dishes, served in plate. These 
_^^e8 were received by a gentleman in the same* order they were 
%rougbtj, and placed upon the table, while the taster gave to each guard 
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a monttfiil to eat of the particular dish he had brought, for fear of any 
poison." 

Tom made a good dinner, notwithstanding he was conscious tbit 
hundreds of eyes followed each morsel to his mouth and watched him 
eat it with an interest which 'could not have been more intense if it 



“he mabched awax m the mihst or his paoeant.’ 


lad been a deadly explosive and was expected to blow him up and 
scatter him all about the place. He was careful not to hurry, and; 
•qually careful not to do anything whatever for himself, but wait till 
he proper ofSciaJ knelt down and did it for him. He got through 
vithout a mistake—flawless and precious triumph. 

When the meal was over at last and he marched away in the midst 
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of his bright pageant, with the happy noises in his ears of blaring 
bugles, rolling drums and thundering acclamations, he felt that if he 
l»d seen the worst of dining in public it was an ordeal which hi 
Would be glad to endure several times a day if by that means he could 
but buy himself free from some of the more formidable requirements 
of his royal office. 
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CHAPTER XVir. 

FOO-KOO THE FIRST, 

Mif,F.s Hendon hurried along toward the Southwark end of the 
hridge, keeping a sharp look-out for the persons he sought, and hoping 
and expecting to overtake them presently. lie was disappointed in 
this, however. By asking <[uestions, he was enabled to track them 
part of the way through Southwark; then all traces ceased, and he 
was perplexed as to how to proceed. Still, he continued his efforts as 
best he could during the rest of the day. Nightfall found him leg- 
weary, luilf famished, and his desire as far from accomplishment as 
ever: so he supped at the Tabard inu and went to bed, resolved to 
make an early start in the morning, and give the town an exhaustive 
search. As he lay thinking and planning, he presently began to reason 
thus: The boy w'ould escape from the ruffian, his reputed father, if 
possible; would he go back to London and seek his former haunts? 
No, he would not do that, he would avoid recapture. What, then, 
would he do ? Never having had a friend in the world, or a protector, 
until he met Miles Hendon, he would naturally try to find that friend 
again, provided the effort did not require him to go toward London 
and danger. He would strike for Hendon Hall, that is what he would 
do, for he knew Hendon was homeward bound and there he might 
expect to find him. Yes, the case was plain to Hendon—he must lose 
no more time in Southw’ark, but move at once through Kent, toward 
Monk’s Holm, searching the wood and inquiring as he went; Let tm 
return to the vanished little King, now. 
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The ruffian whom tlie waiter at the inn on the bridge saw “ about 
to join” the youth and the King, did not exactly join them, but fell in 
close behind them and followed their steps. He said nothing. His* 
left arm was in a sling, 
and he wore a large 
green patch over his 
left eye; he limped 
slightly, and used an 
oaken staff as a sup¬ 
port. The youth led 
the, King a crooked 
course through South¬ 
wark, and by-and-bv 
struck into tlie high 
^j^d beyond. TheKing 
ipas irritated, now, and 
said he would stop hero 
— it was Hendon’s 
place to come to him, 
not his to go to Hen- 
dbn. He would not endure such in¬ 
solence; he would stop where ho was. 

The youth said— 

“ Thou’lt tarry here, and thy friend 
lying Wounded in the wood yonder? 

So be it, then.” 

f ie King’s manner changed at once, 
ed out— 

“Wounded? And who hath dared 
to do it? But that is apart; lead on, 
lead on ! Faster, sirrah ! art shod with lead ? 

Now tibongh the doer of it be a duke’s son, he shall rue it! ” 

It was some distance to the wood, but the space wastspeedily tra^ 
rersed. The youth looked about him, discovered a bough sticking ir 



‘THE BUrFlAN FOLtOWED 
THBIB STEPS,” 


Wounded, ’is he 




FOO-FOO THE FIRST. 


J83 











186 


FIRST. 


« Where w he ? ” 

A mocking Umgh was hk answer. » The King was in a rage in a 
'n^^ent; be seized a billet of wood and was in the act of charging 
ugeo 'die youth when another mockiilg laugh fell upon his ear. It was 
from the lame ruffian who had been following at a distance. The 
S^ng turned and said angrily— 

“ WIm) art thou ?* What is thy business here ? ” 

“ Leave thy foolery,” said the man, “ and quiet thyself. My dis- 
gui)t» is none so good that thou can't pretend thou knowest not thy 
father through it.” 

*• Thoif art not my father. I know thee not. I am the King 
If thou hast hid my servant, find him for me,‘or thou shalt sup 
sorrow fcr what thou hast done.” 

Canty replied, in a stern and measured voice— 

** It is plain thou art mad, and I am loath to jjunish thee; but if 
d»OU provoke me, I must. Thy prating doth no harm heie, where there 
Jftfce no ears that need to mind thy follies; jet it is well to practi'e 
thy tqngUe to wary speech, that it may do no hurt when our quarters 
change. I have done a murder, and may not tarry at home—neither 
shnlt thou, fieeing‘ 1 need tli> service. My name is changed, for wise 
reasons; it is Hobbs—John Ilobbs; thine is Jack—charge thy 
laemofy accordingly. Now, then, speak. Where is thy mother ? where 
are thy sisters ? They came not to the place appointed—knowest thou 
whither they went? ” 

The King answ'ered, sullenly— 

, '*» Trouble me not with these riddles. My mother is dead; my 
^te^s are in the palace.” 

A® youth near by burst into a derisive laugh, and the King would 
have assaulted him, but Canty—or Hobbs, as he now called himself— 
prevented him, and said— 

“ Baace, Hugo, vex him not; his mind is astray^ and thy ways fret 
him. Sit tb,ee dow'n. Jack, and quiet thyself; thou shalt have a morsel 
to eiM:, anon.” 

Hobbs and Hugo fell to talking together, in low voices, and the 
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King removed himself es te .as he could from their disag’'eeabie com¬ 
pany. He withdrew into the twilight of the farther eid of the haifn, 
where he fotmd the awthen flOor bedded a foot deep with straw, fle 
lay down here, drew straw over himself in lieu of blankets, and Wfts 
Boofl absorbed in thinkings. He had many griefs, but the minor one^^ 
were' swept almost into forgetfulness by the supreme one, the loss of 
his father. To the rest of the world the name of Henry VIII. brought 
a shiver, and suggested an ogre whose nostrils breathed destruction 



HE WAS SOOK ABSOKBED IN THINKINO.' 


and whose Land dealt seourgings and death ; but to this boy the name 
brought only sensations of pleasure, the figure it invoked wore a eoun-» 
tenance that was all gentleness and affection. He called to mind a 
long succession of loving passages between his father and himself, and 
dwelt fondly upon them, his tmstinted tears attesting how deep and 
real was the grief that possessed his heart. As the afternoon wasted 
away, the lad, wearied with his troubles, sank gradually into a tranquil 
and healing slumber. 

After a considerable time—he could not tell how long—hia senses 
struggled to,a half-consciousness, and as he lay with closed ^ea 
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vaguejj^ wondering where he was and what had been happening, he 
a murmurous sound, the srillen beating of rain upon the I'oof. 
A snug sense of comfort stole over him, which was rudely broken, the , 




next moment, by a choius of piping 
cackks and coarse laughter. It startled 
him di‘'agreeably, and he unmuffled 
Y * his head to see whence this interruption 
proceeded. A giim and unsightly 
picture met his eye. 
A bright fire was 
burning in the 
„ _middle of the floor, 

“A GRIM AND TOSIGHTLT PICTOKE. 

, at the other end of 
the barn; and around it, and lit weirdly up by the red glare, 
lolled and sprawled the motliest cofnpany of tattered gutter-scum and 
rufflans, of both sexes, he had ever read or dreamed of. There were 
huge, stalwart men, brown with exposure, long-haired, and clothed in 
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fantastic rags ;' thwe were middle-sized youths, of truculent counte¬ 
nance, and similatly clad; there were blind mendicants, with patched 
w bandaged eyes; crippled opes,' with wooden legs and crutches; 
diseased ones, with running sores peeping from ineffectual wrappings; 
there was a vUlain-Iocking peddler with his pack ; If knife-grinder, a 
tinker, and a barber-surgeon, vrith the implements of their trades; 
some of the females were hardly-grown girls, some were at prime, some 
were old and wrinkled hags, and all were loud, brazen, foul-mouthed; 
and all soiled and slatternly ; there were three sore-faced babies; there 
were a couple of starveling curs, wdth strings about their necks, whose 
office was to lead the blind. 

The night w'aa come, the gang had just finished feasting, an orgy 
was beginning; the can of liquor was passing from mouth to mouth. 
A general cry broke forth— ; 

“ A song ! a song from the Bat and Dick and Dotrand-go-One! ” 

One of the blind men got up, and made ready by casting aside 
the patches that sheltered his excellent eyes, and the pathetic placard 
w'hich recited the cause of his calamity. Dot-and-go-One disencum-, 
bered himself of his timber leg and took his place, upon sound and 
healthy limbs, beside his fellow^-rascal; then they roared out a rollick¬ 
ing ditty, and were re-enforced by the whole crew, at the end of each 
stanza, in a rousing chorus. By the time the last stanza Was reached, 
the half-drunken enthusiasm bad risen to such a pitch, that everybody 
joined in and sang it clear through from the beginning, producing a 
volume of villanous sound that made the rafters quake. These were 
the inspiring words— ' 

“ Bien Darkman's tlieii, Bouse Mort and Ken, 

The bien Coves bings awast, 

On Chates to trine by Borne Coves dine 
For his long lib at last. 

Bing’d out bien Morts and toure, and toure, 

Bing out of the Borne vile bine, 

And toure the Cove that cloy’d your duds, 

Upon the Chates to trine.” * 


' From “ The English Bogue.” London, 1685. 
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Conversation followecl; not in the thieves’dialect of the song, for 
that was only used in talk when unMendly ears might be listening, 
jin the course of it it appeared that “ John Hobbs ” waS" not altogether 
a new recruit, but had trained in the gang at some former time. His 

later history was called 
for, and when he said he 
had “ accidentally ” killed 
.a man, considerable satis¬ 
faction was expressed; 
when he added that the 
man was a priest, he was 
roundly applauded, and 
had to take a drink with 
everj'body. Old acquain¬ 
tances welcomed him joy¬ 
ously, and new ones were 
f)roud to shake him by 
the hand. He was asked 
why he had “ tarried away 
so many months.” He 
answered— 

London is better 
than the country, and 
safer, these late years, the 
laws be so bitter and so 
diligently enforced. An’ 
I had not had that acci¬ 
dent, I had staid there. 
I had resolved to stay, 
and never more venture country-wards—but the accident has ended 

He inquired how many persons the gang numbered now. The 
‘ KuCSer,” or chief, answered— 

“ Five and twenty sturdy budges, bulks, files, clapperdo^ons and 



“thex boabbi) out a RotLicama ditty. 
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maunders, counting the delJs and doxies and other morts.* Mtfst ar^ 
here, the rest are wandering eastward, along the winter lay. We; 
follow at dawn,” 

“ I do not see the Wen 
among the honest folk about 
me. Where may he be ? ” 

“ Poor lad, his diet is 
brimstone, now, and over hot 
for a delicate taste. He was 
killed in a brawl, somewhere 
about midsummer,” 

I sorrow to hear that; 
the Wen was a capable man, 
and brave.” 

“ That was he, truly. 

Black Bess, his dell, is of u.s 
yet, but absent on the east¬ 
ward tramp; a tine lass, of 
nice ways and orderly • con¬ 
duct, none ever seeing her 
drunk above four days in the 
seven.” 

“ She was over strict—1 
remember it well—a goodly 
wench and worthy all com¬ 
mendation. Her mother was 
more free and less particular; “wninsr thk fla.vbs lickeo ui’wakds.” 
a troublesome and ugly tem- 

])ered beldame, but furnished witli a wit above the common.” 

“ We lost her through it. Her gift of palmistry and other sorts 
of ibrtune-telling begot for her at last a witch’s name and fame. The 
law roasted her to death at a slow fire. It did touch me to a sort of 

* Gaining terms for various kinds of thieves, beggars, and vagabonds, and 
heir femiilo oompanions. 
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ademess to see the jjplbnt way she met her l6t—cursing dad 
g all the crowd that gaped and gazed around her, whilst t^ flani|^- 
3ked upward toward her face and catched her thin locks and ciueklidli 
>out her old gray head—cursing them, said I?—cursing th«tn I 
hy an’ thou shouldst live a thousand years thoud’st never hear so 
lasterful a cursing. Alack, her art died with her. There be base 
nd weakling imitations left, but no true blasphemy.” 

Euffler sighed; the listeners sighed in sympathy; a general 
epression fell upon the company for a moment, for even hardened 
•utcasts like these are not wholly dead to sentiment, but are able to 
eel a fleeting sense of loss and affliction at wide intervals and under 
leculiarly fevouring circumstances—as in cases like to this, for in- 
itaace, when genius and culture depart and leave no heir. However, 
a deep drink all round soon restored the spirits of the mourners. 

Have any others of our friends fared hardly ? ” asked Hobbs. 

“ Some—yes. Particularly new comers—such as small husband- 
meh turned shiftless and hungry upon the world because their farms 
were taken from them to be changed to sheep ranges. They begged, 
and were whipped at the cart’s tail, naked from the girdle up, till the 
blood ran; then set in the stocks to be pelted; they begged again, 
were whipped again, and deprived 'of an ear; they begged a third time 
—poor devils; what else pould they do?—and were branded on the 
cheek with a red-hot iron, then sold for slaves; they ran away, were 
hiunted down, and hanged. ’Tis a brief tale, and quickly told. 
Others of us have fared less hardly. Stand forth, Yokel, Burns, and 
Hodge—show your adornments! ” 

These stood up and stripped away some of their rags, exposing 
their backs, criss-crossed with ropy old welts left by the lash; one 
turned up hie hair and showed the place where a left ear had once 
been; another showed a brand upon his shoulder—the letter V—and 
a mutilated ear; the third said— 

“ I km Yokel, once a farmer and prosperous, with loving wife and 
kido-^now am I somewhat different in estate and calling; and Ijie 
Wife jMui kids are gone; mayht^ they are in heaven, mayhaip in—i-iii" 
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the other place—but the kindly God' be tlmnked, they bide no more 
in England ! My good ol4 blameless mother strov^ to earn bread by 
nursing the sick; one of these died, the doctors knew not how, so my 
'mother was burnt for a witch, whilst my babes looked on and wailed. 
English law !—up, all, with your cups 1—^now all to g w fcnir and with a 
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cheer !—drink to the nierchul English law that de- 
livered her from the English hell! Thank you, mates, one and all. 
I begged, from house to house—I and the wife—bearing with us the 
hungry kids—but it was crime to be hungry iU England—so they 
stripped us and lashed us through three towns. Drink ye all again 
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to the merciful English law !—for its lash drdbk deep of my Mary’s 
blood and its blessed deliverance came quick. She lies there, in the 
potter’s field, safe from all harms. And the kids—well, whilst the law» 
lewhed me from town to town, they starved. Drink, lads—only a drop— 
a drop to the poor kids, that never did any creature harm. I begged 
again—begged for a crust, and got the stocks and lost an ear—see, here 
bides the stump; I begged again, and here is the stump of the other 
to keep me mipded of it. And still I begged again, and was sold for a 
slave—here on my cheek under this stain, if I washed it off, ye might 
see the red S the branding-iron left there ! A slave 1 Do ye under¬ 
stand that word! An English slave ! —that is he that stands before 
ye. I have run from my master, and when I am found—the heavy 
curse of heaven fall on the law of the land that hath commanded It! 
—I shall hang! ” ‘ 

A ringing voice came through the murky air— 

“ Thou shaft not !—and this day the end of that law is come! ” 

All turned, and saw the fantastic figure of the little King approach¬ 
ing hurriedly; as it emerged into the light and was clearly revealed, 
a general explosion of inquiries broke out— 

Who is it ? What is it ? W’ho are thou, manikin 7 ” 

The boy stood unconfused in the midst of all those surprised and 
questioning eyes, and answered with princely dignity— 

' “ I am Edward, King of England.” 

A wild burst of laughter followed, partly of derision and partly of 
delight in the excellence of the joke. ‘ The King was stung. He said 
sharply— 

"Ye mannerless vagrants, is this your recognition of the royal 
boon I have promised ? ” 

, He said more, with angry voice and excited gesture, but it was lost 
in a whirlwind of laiighter and mocking exclamations. “ John Hobbs” 
made several attempts to make himself heard above the din, and at 
last sitcceeded—saying— 


* See Kote 10, at end of volume. 
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“ Mates, he is my son, a dreamer, a fool, and stark mad—mind 
him not—he thinketh he is the King." 

“ I am the King," said Edward, turning toward him, “ as thou shall 
know to thy cost, in good time. Thou hast confessed a murder—thou 
shall swing for it.” 

“Tlimi'lt betray me ?—thou ? An’ I get my hands upon thee-’’ 



“ Tut-tut! ” said the burly Ruffler, interposing in time to save the 
King, and emphasisipg this service by knocking Hobbs down with his 
fist, “ hast respect for neither Kings nor RufHers ? An’ thou insult my 
presence so again, I’ll hang thee up myself.” Then be said to his 
Majesty, “ Thou must make, no threats against thy mates, lad; and 

0 2 
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u must guard thy tongue from saying evil of them elsewhere. 
King, if it please thy mad humour, but be not harmful in it. 
k the title thou hast uttered—’tis treason; we be bad men. 
some few trifling ways, but none among us is so base as to be 



traitor to his King; we be loving and loyal hearts, in that regard. 
Note if I speak truth. Now—all together: ‘ Long live Edward, King 
cf England ! ’ ” 

“ Long live Edward, King of England ! ” 
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The response came with such a thundergust from the motley creW 
that the crazy building vibrated to the sound. The little King’s face; 
lighted with pleasure ibr an instant, and he slightly inclined his head, 
and said with grave simplicity— 

“ 1 thank you, my good people.” 

This unexpected result threw the company into convulsions of 
merriment. When something like quiet was presiently come again, 
the Kuffler said, firmly, but with an accent of good nature— 

“ Drop it, boy, ’tis not wise, nor well. Humour thy fancy, if thou ■ 
must, but choose some other title.” 

A tinker shrieked out a suggestion— 

“ Foo-foo the First, King of the Mooncalves ! ” 

The title “ took,” at once, every throat responded, and a roaring 
shout went up, of— 

“ Long live Foo-foo the First, King of the Mooncalves ! ” followed 
by hootings, cat-calls, and peals of laughter. 

“ Hale him forth, and crown him 1 ” 

“ Kobe him ! ” 

“ Sceptre him ! ’’ 

“ Throne him! ” 

These and twenty other cries broke out at once ! and almost before 
the poor little victim could draw a breath he was crowned with a tin 
basin, robed in a tattered blanket, throned upon a barrel, and sceptred 
with the tinker’s soldering-iron. Then all flung themselves upon their 
knees about him and sent up a chorus of ironical wailings, and mock¬ 
ing supplications, whilst they swabbed their eyes with their soiled and 
ragged sleeves and aprons— 

“ Be gracious to us, O sweet King 1 ” 

“ Trample not upon thy beseeching worms, 0 noble Majesty! " 

“ Pity thy slaves, and comfort them with a royal kick ! ” 

“ Cheer us and warm us with thy gracious rays, O flaming sun of 
sovereignty! ” 

“ Sanctify the ground with the touch of thy foot, that we may eat 
the dirt and be ennobled ! ” 
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“ Deign to spit upon ua, 0 Sire, that our children’s children may 
tell of thy princely oondescension, and be proud and happy for¬ 
ever I ” 

But the humorous tinker made the “ hit ” of the evening and car¬ 
ried off the honours. Kneeling, he pretended to kiss the King’s foot, 



and was indignantly spurned; whereupon he went about begging for 
a rag to paste over the place upon his face which had been touched by 
tlie foot, saying it must be preserved from contact with the vulgar air, 
and that he should make his fortune by going on the highway and 
exposing it to view at the rate of a hundred shillings a sight. He 
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made himself so killingly funny that he was the envy and admiration, 
of the whole mangy rabble. 

Tears of shame and indignation stood in the little monarch’s eyes; 
and the thought in his heart was, “ Had I offered them a deep wrong 
they could not be more cruel—yet have I proffered nought but to d» 
them a kindness—and it is thus they use me for it 1 ” 
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ClIAPTEE XVIII.' 

THE PRINCE WITH THE TRAMPS. 

The troop of vagabonds turned out at early dawn, and set forward on 
tlieir march. There was a lowering sky overhead, sloppy ground under 
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were Biillen and silent, some were irritable and petulant, none were 
gentle-humoured, all were thirsty. 

The Ruffler put “ Jack ” in Hugo’s charge, with some brief instruc¬ 
tions, and commanded John Canty to keep away from him and let him 
alone; he also warned Hugo not to be too rough with the lad. 

After a while the weather grew milder, and the clouds lifted some- 
tvhat. The troop ceased to shiver, and their spirits began to improve. 
They grew more and more cheerful, and finally began to chaff each 
other and insult passengers along the highway. This showed that they 
were awaking to an appreciation of life and its joys once more. The 
dread in which their sort was held was apparent in the fact that every¬ 
body gave them the road, and took their ribald insolences meekly, with¬ 
out venturing to talk back.- They snatched linen from the hedges, 
occasionally in full view of the owners, who made no protest, but only 
seemed grateful that they did not take the hedges, too. 

By and by they-invaded a small ftirm-house and made themselves 
at home while the trembling farmer and his people swept the larder 
clean to furnish a breakfast for them. They chucked the housewife 
and her daughters tmder the chin whilst receiving the food from their 
hands, and made coarse jests about them, accompanied with insulting 
epithets and bursts of horse-laughter. They threw bones and vegetables 
at the farmer and his sons, kept them dodging all the time, and applauded 
uproariously when a good hit was made. They ended by buttering the 
head of one of the daughters who resented ^me of their familiarities. 
When they took their leave they threatened to come back and burn the 
house over the heads of the family if any report of their doings got tci, 
the ears of the authorities. 

About noon, after a long and weary tramp, the gang came to a halt 
behind a hedge on the outskirts of a considerable village. An hour, 
was allowed for rest, then the crew scattered themselves abroad to 
enter the village at different points to ply their various trades.—“ Jack ” 
was sent with Hugo. They wandered hither and thither for some time, 
Hugo watching for opportunities to do a stroke of business, but finding 
none—so he finally said— 
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“ I see nought to steal; it is a paltry place. Wherefore we will 

eg-” 

. “ TFr, forsooth ! Follow thy trade—it befits thee. But I will not 

eg-” 

“ Thou’lt not beg! ” exclaimed Hugo, eyeing the King with surprise. 
Prithee, since when hast thou reformed ? ” 

“ What dost thou mean ? ” 

“■ Mean ? Hast thou not begged the streets of London all thy 



' 7 7 - - 

rnniav hdnks asu 
VK lilVl-AULKS.” 

“• 1 ? Thott idiot ? ” 

‘‘ tsparo thy compli- 
' ments-—thy stock will last 

the longer. Thy father says thou hast begged all tliy days. May¬ 
hap he lied. Peradventure you will even make so bold as to say 
he lied,” scoffed Hugo. 

“ Him you call my father ? Yes, he lied.” 

“ eome, play not thy merry game of madman so far, mate; use it 
for thy Jtaiusement, not thy hurt. An’ I tell him this, he will scorch 
thee finely for it.” 

“ Save thyself the trouble. I will tell him.” 
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“ I like thy spirit, I do in truth; but I do not admire thy judg¬ 
ment. Bone-rackings and bastings be plenty enow in this life, without 
going out of one’s way to invite them. But a triice to these matters; 
/ believe your father. I doubt not he can lie; I doubt not he doth lie, 
upon occasion, for the best of us do that; but there is no occasion here. 
A wise man does not waste so good a commodity as lying for nought. 
But come; sith it is thy humour to give over begging, whei'e'witlial 
shall we busgr ourselves ? With robbing kitchens ? ” 

•Tbe King said, impatiently— 

“ Have done with this folly—you weary me ! ” 

Hugo replied, with tempen— 

“ Now, harkee, matg|-„||j|!i^ill not beg, you will not rob; so be it. 
But I will tell you do. Tou will play decoy whilst I 

beg. Eefuse, an’ you thit^ you may venture ! ” 

The King was about to reply contemptuously, when Hugo said, inter¬ 
rupting— 

“ Peace ! Here comes one with a kindly face. Now will I fall 
down in a fit. Whefi the stranger runs to me, .set you up a wail, and 
fitll upon your knees, seeming to weep; then cry out as all the devils 
of misery were in your belly, and say, ‘ Oh, sir, it i.s my poor afldicted 
brother, and we be friendless; o’ God’s name ea.st through your mer¬ 
ciful eyes one pitiful look upon a sick, forsaken, and most miserable 
wretch; bestow one little penny out of thy riches upon one smitten of 
God and ready to perish ! ’—and mind you. Keep you on wailing, and 
abate not till we bilk him of his penny, else shall you rue it.” 

Then immediately Hugo began to moan, and groan, and roll his 
eyes, and reel and totter about; and when the stranger was clo.se at 
hand, down he sprawled before him, with a shriek, and began to' writhe 
and wallow in the dirt, in seeming agony. 

“O dear, O dear 1” cried the benevolent stranger, “O poor soul, 
poor soul, how he doth suffer! There—let me help thee up.” 

“Oh, noble sir, forbear, and God love you for a princely gentleman 
—^but it giveth me cruel pain to touch me when I am taken so. My, 
brother there will tell your worship how I am racked with anguish 
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■w hen these fits be upon me. A penny, dear sir, a penny, to buy a 
'ittle food; then leave me to my sorrows.” 

“ A penny! thou shalt have three, thou hapless creature "—and 
he fumbled in his pocket with nervous haste and got them out. 
“ There, poor lad, take them and most welcome. Now come hither, 
m}- bov ^j.and help me carry thy stricken brother to yon house, 
where -' - — ” 



“ I am not his brother,” said the King, interrupting. 
“What! not his brother ? ” 


“ 0 hear him ! ” groaned Hugo, then privately ground his teeth. 
“ He denies his own brother—^and he with one foot in the grave ! ” 

“ Boy, thou art indeed hard of heart, if this is thy brother. For 
shame 1—and he scarce able to move hand or foot. If he is not tliy 
brother, who is he, then ? ” 

■“ A beggar and a thief! He has got your money and has picked 
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your pocket likewise. An’ thou wouldst do a healing miracle, lay thy 
staff over his shoulders and trust Providence for the rest.” ^ 

But Hugo did not tarry for the miracle. In a moment he was up 
and off like the wind, the gentleman following after and raising £he 

liue and cry lustily as he went. 
The King, breathing deep gra¬ 
titude to Heaven for his own 

/ 
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He wandered on, wounded and indignant, 'and was resolved to jmt 
•himself in the way of like treatment no more. But hunger is pride’s 
master; so, as the evening drew near, he made an attempt at another 
iarm-house; but here he fared worse than before; for lie was called 
hard names and was promised arrest as a vagrant except he moved on 
jiroinptly. 

The night came on, chilly and overeat; and still the footsore 
monart:h laboured slowly on. He was obliged to keep moving, for 
every time he sat down to rest he was soon penetrated to the bone with 
the (jold. AU his sensations and experiences, as he moved through the 
solemn gloom and the empty vastness of the night, were new and strange 
to him. At intervals he heard voioes approach, pass by, and fade into 
silence; and as he saw notjiin^/m^fc|^he bodies they belonged to 
tharya swt;of formless drifting li3ur,^^p^was somethin^' spectral and 
uncinnji about it • all that made him ^Blder. Occasionally he caught 
the twinkle of a light—always far away^P2>arently—almost in another 
world; if he heard the tinkle of a sheep’s bell, it was vague, distant, 
iiidistinct; the muffled lowing of the herds floated to him on the night 
wind in vanishing cadences, a mournful sound ; now and then came 
the complaining howl of a dog over viewless expanses of field and 
forest; all sounds were remote; they made the little King feel that all 
liic and activity were far removed from him, and that he stood solitary, 
coin})anionleas, in the centre of a measureless solitude. 

lie stumbled along, through the gruesome fascinations of this new 
e.xperience, startled occasionally by the soft rustling of the dry leaves 
(iverhead, so like human whispers they seemed to sound ; and by and 
by he came suddenly upon the freckled light of a tin lantern near at 
liaiid. He stepped back into the shadows aind waited. The lantern 
stood by the open door of a barn. The King waited some time—there 
was no sound, and nobody stirring. He got so cold, standing still, and 
the hospitable barn looked so enticing, that at last he resolved to risk 
everything and enter. He started swiftly and stealtliily, and just as he 
was crossing the threshold he heard voices behind him. He darted 
behind a cask, within the barn, and stooped down. Two farm labourers 
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came in, bringing the lantern with them, and fell to work, talking 
meanwhile. Whilst they moved about with the light, the King made 
good use of his eyes and took the bearings of what seemed to be a goo^ 
sized stall at the further end of the place, purposing to grope his way 
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them ap and then groped his way safely to the stall. Of two of the 
^lankets he made a bed, then covered himself with the remaining 
"^two. He was' a glad monarch, now, though the blankets were old 
and thin, and not quite warm enough; and besides gave out a pungent; 
horsy odour that was almost suffocatingly powerful. 

Although the King was hungry and chilly, he was also so tired and 
so drowsy that these latter influences soon began to get the advantage 
of the former, and he presently dozed off into a state of semi-con¬ 
sciousness. Then, just as he was on the point of losing himself 
wholly, he distinctly felt something touch him ! He was broad awake 
in a moment, and gasping for breath. The cold horror of that mys¬ 
terious touch in the dark almost made his heart stand still. He lay 
motionless, and listened, scarcely breathing. But nothing stirred, and 
there was no sound. He continued to listen, and wait, during what 
seemed a long time, but still nothing stirred, and there was no sound. 
So he began to drop into a drowse once more, at last; and all at once 
he felt that mysterious touch again ! It was a grisly thipg, this light 
touch from this noiseless and invisible presence; it made the boy sick 
with ghostly fears. 'What should he do ? That was the question; 
but he did not know how to answer it. Should he leave these reason¬ 
ably comfortable quarters and fly from this inscrutable horror ? But 
fly whither? He could not get out of the bam; and the idea of 
scurrying blindly hither and thither in the dark, within the captivity 
of the four M'alls, with this phantom gliding after him, and visiting him 
with that soft hideous touch upon cheek or shoulder at every turn, was 
intolerable. But to stay where he was, and endure this living death 
all night?—was that better ? No. What, then, was there left to do ? 
Ah, there was but one course ; he knew it well—he must put out his 
hand and find that thing ! 

It was easy to think this; but it was hard to brace himself up to 
try it. Three times he stretched his hand a little way out into the 
dar'^, gingerly; and snatched it suddenly back, with a gasp—not' 
because it had encountered anything, but because he had felt so sure 
it was justg'offl^'to. But the fourth time, he groped a little further, 

p2 
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ana his hand lightly swept against something soft and warm. This 

petrified him, nearly, with fright-his mind was m such a state that 

he could imagine the thing to be nothing else than a corpse, newly 
dead and still warm. He thought he would rather die than touch it 
again. But he thought this false thought because he did not know 
the immortal strength of human curiosity. In no long time his han 
was tremblingly groping again-against his judgment, and without 
his consent—but groping persistently on, just the same. It encoun¬ 
tered a bunch of long hair; he shuddered, but followed up the hair 



not a rope at all, but *he calfs tail. 

The King was cordially ashamed of himself for having gotten all 
that fright and misery out of so jialtry a matter as a slumbering calf; 
but he need not have felt so about it, for it was not the calf that 
liightened him, but a dreadful non-existent something which the calf 
stood for; and any other boy, in those old superstitious times, would 
liave acted and suffered just as he had done. 

nie King was not only delighted to find that the creature was 
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only a calf, but delighted to have the calfs company ; for he had been 
feeling so lonesome and friendless that the company and comradeship 
of even this humble animal was welcome. And he had been so 
buffeted, so rudely entreated by his own kind, that it was a real com¬ 
fort to him to feel that he was at last in the society of a fellow creature 
that had at least a soft heart and a gentle spirit, whatever loftier 
attributes might be lacking. So he resolved to waive rank and make 
friends with the calf. 

While stroking its sleek warm back—for it lay near him and within 
easy reach—it oc¬ 
curred to him that 
tliis calf might be 
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Utilised in more ways than one. 

Whereupon he re-arranged his bed, - ' 

spreading it down close to the calf; 

then he cuddled himself up to the calf’s back, drew the covers up 
over himself and his friend, and in a minute or two was as warm and 
comfortable as he had ever been in the dowpy couches of the regal 
palace of Westminster. 

Pleasant thoughts came, at once; life took on a cheerfuller seeming. 
He was free of the bonds of servitude and crime, free of the companion¬ 
ship of base and brutal .outlaws; he was warm, he was sheltered; in a 
word, he was happy. The night wind was rising; it swept by in fitful 
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gusts that made the old barn quake and rattle, then its forces died 
down at intervals, and went moaning and wailing around comers and 
projections—but it was all music to the King, now that he was snug 
and comfortable: let it blow and rage, let it batter and bang, let it 
moan and wail, he minded it not, he only enjoyed it. He merely 
snuggled the closer to his friend, in a luxury of warm contentment, 
and drifted blissfully out of consciousness into a deep and dreamless 
sleep that was full of serenity and peace. The distant dogs howled, 
the melancholy kine complained, and the winds went on raging, whilst' 
furious sheets of rain drove along the roof; but the Majesty of England 
slept on, undisturbed, and the calf did the same, it being a simjJe 
creature, and not easily troubled by storms or embarrassed by sleeping 
with a King. 

































CHAPTER XIX, 


THE riMN’CE WITH THE PEASANTS. 

iViiEN the King awoke in the early morning, he found that a wet but 
houghtful rat had crept into the place during the night and made a 
!Osy bed for itself in his bosom. Being disturbed, now, it scampered 
iWay, The boy smiled, and .said, “ I’oor fool, why so fearful ? I am 
.s forlorn as thou. ’Twould be a shame in me to hurt the helpless, 
rho am myself so he]ple.s.s. Moreover, I owe you thanks lor a good 
•men ; for when a King has fallen so low that the very rats do make a 
)ed of him, it surely meanetli that his fortunes be upon the turn, since 
t is jilain he can no lower go.” 

He got up and stepped out of the stall, and just then he heard the 
ound of children’s voices. The barn door opened and a couple of 
ittle girls came in. As soon as they saw him their talking and 
tinghing ceased, and they stopped and stood still, gazing at him with 
trong curiosity; they presently began to whisper together, then they 
pproached nearer, and stopped again to gaze and whisper. By and 
•y they gathered courage and began to di.scuss him aloud. One 
aid— 

“ He hath a comely face.” 

The other added— 

“ And pretty hair.”’ 

“ But is ill clothed enow.” 

“ And how starved he looketh.” 
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They came Btill nearer, sidling shyly around and about him, ex¬ 
amining him minutely from all points, as if he were some strange new 
kind of animal; but warily and watchfully, the while, as if they half 
feared he might be a sort of animal that would bite, upon occasion. 
Finally they halted before him, holding each other’s hands, for protec¬ 
tion, and took a good satisfying stare with their innocent eyes; then 
one of them plucked up ail her courage and inquired with honest 
directness— 



The children gave a little start, and 
their eyes spread themselves wide open and remained so during a 

speechless half minute. Then curiosity broke the silence_ 

“ The King 1 What King ? ” 

“ The King of England.” 

The children looked at each other—then at him—then at each other.- 
again—wondcringly, perplexedly—then one said— 
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“ Didst hear him, Margery ?—he saith he is the King. Caa that be 
true?” 

. “ How can it be else but true, Prissy ? Would he say a lie ? For 

look you. Prissy, an’ it were not true, it would be a lie. It surely 
would be. Now think on’t. For all things that be not true, be lies— 
thou canst make nought else out of it.” 

It was a good tight argument, without a leak in it anywhere ; and 
it left Prissy’s half-doubts not a leg to stand on. She considered a 
moment, then put the King upon his honour with the simple remark— 

“ If thou art truly the King, then I believe thee.” 

“ 1 am truly the King.” 

This settled the matter. His Majesty’s royalty was accepted widiout 
further question or discussion, and the two little girls began at once to 
inquire into how he came to be where he was, and how he came to be 
so unroyally clad, and whither he was bound, and all about his affairs. 
It was a mighty relief to him to pour out his troubles where they would 
not be scoffed at or doubted; so he told his tale with feeling, forgetting 
even his hunger for the time; and it was received with the deepest and 
tenderest sympathy by the gentle little maids. But when he got down 
to his latest experiences and they learned how long he had been with¬ 
out food, they cut him short and hurried him away to the farm-house 
to find a breakfast for him. 

The King was cheerful and happy now, and said to himself, “ When 
1 am come to mine own again, I will always honour little children, 
remembering how that these trusted me and believed in me in my time 
of trouble; whilst they that were older, and thought them^ves wiser, 
mocked # me and held me for a liar.” 

The children’s mother received the King kindly, and was full of 
pity ; for his forlorn condition and apparently craxed intellect touched 
her womanly heart. She was a widow, and rather poor; consequently 
she had seen trouble enough to enable her to feel for the unfortunate. 
She imagined that the demented boy had wandered aivay from his 
I'riends or keepers; so she tried to find out whence he had come, in 
order that she might take measures to return him; but all her refer- 
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ences to neighbouring towns and villages, and all her iiujuiries in the 
same line, went for nothing—the boy’s fece, and his answers, too, 
showed that the things she was talking of were not familiar to him. 
He spoke earnestly and simply about court matters; and broke down, 
more than once, when speaking of the late King “his father;but 
whenever the conversation changed to baser topics, he lost interest and 
became silent. 



“THE CHir.nitEN’s MOTHKK ItECKIVED THE KING KINDLY.’’ 


The woman was mightily puzzled; but she did not give up. As 
she proceeded with her cooking, she set herself to contriving devices to 
surprise the boy into betraying his real secret. She talked about cattle 
—he showed no concern; then about sheep—the same result—so her 
guess that he had been a sliepherd boy was an error; she talked about 
mills; and about weavers, tinkers, smiths, trades and tradesmen of all 
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sorts; and about Bedlam, and jails, and charitable retreats; but op 
matter, she was baffled at all points. Not altogether, either; for she 
aj-gued that she had narrowed the thing down to domestic service. Yes, 
she was sure she was on the right track, now—he must have been a 
house servant. So she led up to that. But tlie result was discouraging. 
The subject of sweeping appeared to weary him; fire-building failed to 
stir him; scrubbing and scouring awoke no enthusiasm. Then the 
goodwife touched, with a perishing hope, and rather as a matter of 
form, upon the subject of cooking. To her surprise, and her vast de¬ 
light, the King’s face lighted at once! Ah, she had hunted him down 
at last, she thought; and she was right proud, too, of the devious 
shrewdness and tact which had accomplisl)ed it. 

Her tired tongue got a chance to rest, now ; for the King’s, inspired 
by gnawing hunger and the fragrant smells that came from the sput¬ 
tering pots and pans, turned itself loose and delivered itself up to such 
rni eloquent dissertation upon certain toothsome dishes, that within 
it;ree minutes the woman said to herself, “Of a truth I was right—he 
hall) holpen in a kitchen ! ” Then he broadened his bill of fare, and 
discussed it with such appreciation and animation, that the goodwife 
said to herself, “ Good lack ! how can he know so many dishes, and so 
fine ones w'ithal ? For these belong only upon the tables of the rich 
and great. Ah, now I see ! rkgged outcast as he is, he must have 
served in the palace before his reason went astray; yes, he must have 
helped in the very kitchen of the King himself! I will test him.” 

Full of eagerness to jirove her sagacity, she told the King to mind 
the cooking a moment—hinting that he might manufacture and add a 
dish or two, if he chose—then she went out of the room and gave lior 
children a sign to follow after. The King muttered— 

“ Another English king had a commission like to this, in a bygone 
time—it is notliing against my dignity to undertake an office which the 
great Alfred stooped to assume. But I will try to better serve my 
trust than he; for he let the cakes burn.” 

The intent was good, but the performance was not answerable to 
it;, for this King, like the other one, soon fell into deep thinkings con- 
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was half-miaded to resign. And when, just after tlie noonday dinner, 
the good wile gave him a basket of kittens to drown, he did resign. 



* UWE JIIM A 11UT!.HKU KNIFK TO (.HIND.” 

in an out-Iiouse, and hurried on, into a 


At least he was just going to 
resign—for he felt that he 
must draw the line some¬ 
where, and it seemed to him 
that to draw it at kitten¬ 
drowning w'as about the right 
thing—^vhen there was an in¬ 
terruption. The interruption 
was Jolm Canty — with a 
peddler’s pack on his 
back—and Hugo ! 

The King discovered tliese 
rascals ai)proaching the front 
gate before they had had a 
chance to see him ; so he said 
iiothing about drawing the 
line, but took up his basket 
of kittens and stepped quietly 
out the back way, without a 
word. He left tlie creatures 
narrow lane at the rear. 
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CHAPTER XX. 


Tin: riiiNCE and the hehmit. 

The high Iiedge hi# him from the house, now; and so, under the 
impulse of a deadly fright, he let out all his forces and sped toward a 
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'he did not wait to scan them ciitically^ but hurried on, and never 
abated his pace till he was far within the tAvilight depths of the wood. 
Then he stopped; being persuaded that he was now tolerably safe. 
He listened intently, but the stillness was profound and solemn— 
awful, even, and depressing to the spirits. At wide intervals his 
straining ear did detect sounds, but they were so remote, and hollow, 
and mysterious, that they seemed not to be real sounds, but only the 
moaning and complaining ghosts of departed ones. So the sounds were 
yet more dreary than the silence which they interrupted. 

It was his purpose, in the beginning, to stay wjiere he was, the rest 
of the day ; but a chill soon invaded his petspiring body, and he was 
at last obliged to resume movement in order to get warm. He struck 
straight through the forest, hoping to pierce to a road presently, but 
he was dii-a[)pointed in this. He travelled on and on; but the farther 
he went, the denser the w'ood became, apparently. The gloom began 
to thicken, by and by, and the King realised that the night was coming 
on. It made him shudder to think of spending it in such an uncanny 
place; so he tried fo hurry faster, but he only made the less speed, for 
he could not now see well enough to choose his steps judiciously; 
consequently he kej)! tripping over roots and tangling himself in vines 
and briers. 

And how glad he was when at last he caught the glimmer of a 
light 1^ He approached it warily, stojiping often to look about him and 
listen. It chine from an unglazed window-opening in a shabby little 
hut. He heard a voice, now, and felt a disposition to run and hide; 
but he changed his mind at once, for this voice was jiraying, evidently, 
lie glided to the one window of the hut, raised himself on tiptoe, and 
stole a glance within. The room was small; its floor was the natural 
earth, beaten hard by use; in a corner was a bed of rushes and a 
mgged blanket or two ; near it was a pail, a cup, a basin, and two or 
, three pots and pans; there was a short bench and a three-legged stool; 
on the hearth the remains of a faggot fire were smouldering; before a 
shrine, which Avas lighted by, a single candle, knelt an aged man, and 
on an old wooden box at his side lay an open book and a human skull. 
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The man was of large, bony frames his Iiair and whiskers were ver]^ 
long ^.nd snowy white; he was clothed in a robe of sheepskins which 
leached from his neck to his heels. 

“ A holy hermit! ” said the King to himself; “ nmv am I indeed 
fortunate.” 
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The hermit rose from his '- 
knees; the King knocked. A ^ 
deep voice responded— 

“ Enter !—but leave sin - 
behind, for the ground whereon 
thou shalt stand is holy ! ” 

The King entered, and 

paused. The hermit turned a pair of gleaming, unrestful eyes upon 
him, and said— 

“ Who art thou ? ” 

“ I am the King,” came the answer, with placid simplicity. 
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^ Welcome, King 1 ” cried the hermit, with enthusiasm. Then, 
bustling about with feverish activity, and constantly saying, “ Welcome, 
welcome,” he arranged his bench, seated the King on it, by the hearth* 
threw some faggots on the fire, and finally fell to pacing the floor, with 
a nervous stride. 

“ Welcome! Many have sought sjinctuary here, but they were 
not worthy, juid were turned away. But a King who casts his crown 
away, and despises the vain splendours of his office, and clothes his 
body in rags, to devote his life to holiness and the mortification of the 
flesh—he is worthy, he is welcome !—here shall he abide all his days 
till death come.” The King hastened to interrupt and explain, but the 
hermit paid no attention to him—did not even hear him, apparently, 
but went right on with his talk, with a" raised voice and a growing 
energy. “ And thou shalt be at peace here. None shall find out thy 
refuge to disquiet thee with supplications to return to that empty and 
foolish life which God hath moved thee to abandon. Thou shalt pray 
here; thou shalt study the Book ; thou shalt meditate upon the follies 
and delusions of this world, and upon the sublimities of the world to 
come; thou shalt feed upon crusts and herbs, and scourge thy body 
witli whips, daily, to the purifying of thy soul. Thou shalt wear a 
hair shirt next thy skin ; thou shalt drink water only; and thou shalt 
he at peace; yes, wholly at peace; for whoso comes to seek thee shall 
go his way again, baffled ; he shall not find thee, he shall not molest 
thee.” 

The old man, still .pacing back and forth, ceased to speak aloud, 
and began to miltter. The King seized this opportunity to state his 
case; and he did it with an eloquence inspired by uneasiness and 
apprehension. But the hermit went on muttering, and gave no heed. 
And still muttering, he approached the King and said, impressively— 

“ ’Sh 1 I will tell you a secret! ” He bent down to impart it, but 
checked himself, and assumed a listening attitude. After a moment 
or two he went on tiptoe to the window-opening, put his head out and 
peered around in the gloaming, then came tiptoeing back again, put 
his face close down to the King’s, and whispered_ 
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“lam an archangel! ” . - 

The King started violently, and said to himself, “ Would God I 
were with the outlaws again; for lo, now ain I the prisoner of a mad¬ 
man ! ” His apprehensions were heightened, and they showed plainly 
in his face. In a low, excited voice, the hermit continued— 


“ I see you feel my 
atmosphere! There’s awe 
in your face ! None may 
be in this atmosphere and 
not be thus affected; for 
it is the veiy atmosjyhere 
of heaven. 1 go thither 
and return, in the twink¬ 
ling of an eye. I vras 
made an archangel on this 
very spot, it is five years 
ago, by angels sent from 
heaven to confer that 
awful dignity. Their pre¬ 
sence filled this place with 
an intolerable brightness. 
And they knelt to me, 
King^ yes, they knelt to 
me ! for I was greater 
than they. I have walked 
in the courts of heaven, 
and held speech with the 
patriarchs. Touch my 
hand—be not afraid— 
touch it. There — now 
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thou hast touched a band which has been clasped by Abraliam 
and Isaac and Jacob 1 For I liave walked in the golden courts, I have 
seen the Deity .face to face 1 ” He paused, to give this speech effect; 
then his face suddenly changed, and he started to his. feet again, 
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eaying, with angry energy, “ Yos, I am an arcliangel; a mere arch¬ 
angel !—I that might have been pope! It is verily true. I was told 
it from heaven in a dream, twenty years ago; ah, yea, I was to be 
pope!—and I ehonld have been pope, for Heaven had s^d it—but 
the King dissolved my religious house, and I, poor obscure unfriended 
monk, was cast homeless upon the Avorld, robbed of my miglity des¬ 
tiny ! ” Here he began to mumble again, and beat his forehead in 
futile rage, with his fist; now and then articulating a venomous curse, 
and now and then a pathetic “ Wherefore I am nought but an arch¬ 
angel—I that should have been pope ! ” 

So he went on, for an hour, whilst the poor little King sat and 
suffered. Then all at once the old man’s frenzy departed, and he 
became all gentleness. His voice softened, he came down out of his 
clouds, and fell to prattling along so simj)ly and so humanly, that ho 
soon won the King’s heart completely. The old devotee moved the 
boy nearer to the fire and made him comfortable ; doctored his small 
bruises and abrasions with a deft and tender hand ; and then set about 
preparing and cooking a supper—chatting pleasantly all the time, 
and occasionally stroking the lad’s cheek or patting his head, in such 
a gently caressing way that in a little while all the fear and repulsion 
inspired by the archangel were changed to reverence and affection for 
the man. 

This happy state of things continued while the two ate the supper; 
then, after a prayer before the shrine, the hermit put the boy to bed, 
in a small adjoining room, tucking him in as snugly and lovingly as 
a mother might; and so, with a parting ctiress, left him and sat down 
by the fire, and began to poke the brands about in an absent and aim¬ 
less way. Presently he paused; then tapped his forehead several 
times with his fingers, as if trying to recall some thought which had 
escaped from his mind. Apparently he was unsuccessful. Now he 
started quickly up, and entered his guest’s room, and said— 

“Thou art King?” 

“ Yes,” was the response, drowsily' uttered. 

What#ing?” 
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“ Of England.” 

“ Of England! Then Henry is gone ! ” 

“ Alack, it is so. I am liis son.” 

A l&k irown settled down upon the hermit’s face, and he 
clenched his bony hands with a vindictive energy. He stood a few 
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moments, breathing fast and swallowing repeatedly, then said in a 
husky voice— 

“ Dost know it was he that turned us out into the world houseless 
and homeless ? ” 

There was no response. The old man bent down an4i*Bcanned the 
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1;oy’s reposeful face and listened to his placid breathing. “ He sleeps 
—sleeps soundly ; ’’ and the frown yanished away and gave place to 
an expression of evil satisfaction. A smile flitted across the dreaming, 
boy’s features. The hermit muttered, “ So—his heart is happy ; ” 
and he turned away. He went stealthily about the place, seeking 
here and there for something; now and then halting to listen, now 
and then jerking his head .around and casting a quick glance toward 
the bed; and always muttering, always mumbling to himself. At 
last he found what he seemed to want—a rusty old butcher knife 
and a whetstone. Then he crept to his place by the fire, sat himself 
down, and .began to whet the knife softly on the stone, still muttering, 
mumbling, ejaculating. The winds sighed around the lonely place, 
the mysterious voices of the ni^t floated by out of the distances. 
The shining eyes of venturesome mice and rats peered out at the old 
man from cracks and coverts, but he went on with his work, rapt, 
absorbed, and noted none of these things. 

At long intervals he drew his thumb along the edge of his knife, 
andmodded his head with satisfaction. “ It grows sharper,” he said; 
“ yes, it grows sharper.” 

He took no note of the flight of time, but worked tranquilly on, 
entertaining himself with his thoughts, which broke out occasionally 
in articulate speech— 

“ llis father wrought us evil, he destroyed us—and is gone down 
into the eternal fires ! Yes, down into the eternal fires ! He escaped 
08—but it was God’s will, yes it was God’s will, we must not repine. 
But he hath not escaped the fires! no, he hath not escaped the 
fires, the consuming, unpityiug, remorseless fires—and t/iey are ever¬ 
lasting ! ” 

And so he wrought; and still wrought; mumbling—chuckling a 
low rasping chuckle, at times—^and at times breaking again into 
words— 

‘‘ It was his father that did it all. I am but an archangel—but 
for him, I should be pope ! ” 

The King stirred. The hermit sprang noiselessly to tlie bedside. 
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I and went down upon his knees, bending over the prostrate form witli 
his knife uplifted. The boy stirred agaiti; his eyes came open for tin 
instant, but there was no speculation in them, they saw nothing; tlie 
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next moment his tranquil breathing showed that his sleep was sound 
once more. 

The hermit watlihed and listened, for a time, keenintr his noaition/ 
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and scarcely breutliing; then he slowly lowered his arm, and presently 
crept away, saying,— 

' “ It is long past midnight—it is not best thjit he should cry out, 
lest by accident someone be paKSsing.” 

He glided about his hovel, gathering a rag here, a thong there, 
and another one yonder; then he returned, and by careful and gentle 
handling, he managed to tie the King’s ankles together without wak¬ 
ing him. Next ho essayed to tie the wrisis; he made several attempts 





THK NEXT MO.MENT THEY WEIIE BOUND. 

to cross them,' but the boy always drew one hand or the other away, 
just as the cord was ready to be applied; but at last, when the arch¬ 
angel was almost rciady to despair, the boy cros-sed his hands himself, 
and the next moment they were bound. Now a bandage was passed 
under the sleeper's chin and brought up over his head and tied fast— 
and so softly', so gradually, and so deftly were the knots drawn to¬ 
gether and compacted, that the boy slept- peacefully through it all 
without stirrinar. 
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CHAPTER XXL 

HENDON TO THE RESCUE. 

The old man glided away, stooping, stcaltliy, cat-like, and brought 
the low bench. He seated himself upon it, half his body in the dim 
and flickering light, and the other half in shadow ; and so", with his 
craving eyes bent uj)on the slumbering boy, he kept his patient vigil 
tlierc, heedless of the drift of time, and soltly whetted his knife, and 
mumbled and chuckled; and in aspect and attitude lie resembled 
nothing so much as a grizzly, monstrous s 2 )ider, gloating over some 
hapless insect that lay bound and hcljdess in his vreb. 

After a long while, the old man, who was still gazing,—yet not 
seeing, his mind having settled into a dreamy abstraction,— observed, 
on a sudden, that the boy’s eyes were oi)en ! wide open and staring! 
—staring up in frozen horror at the knife. The smile of a gratified 
devil crept over the old man’s face, and he said, without changing his 
attitude or his occupation— 

“ Son of Henry the Eightli, hast thou jirayed? ” 

The boy struggled helplessly in his bonds, and at the same time 
forced a smothered sound through his closed jaws, which the hermit 
chose to interpret as an affirmative answer to his question. . 

“ Then pray again. Pray the iwayer for the dying ! ” 

A shudder shook the boy’s frame, and his face blenched. Then 
he struggled again to free himself^—turning and twisting himself this 
way and that; tugg’ng frantically, fiercel)', desperately—but uselessly 
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—to burst his fetters; and all the while the old ogre smiled down 
upon him, and nodded his head, and placidly whetted his knife; 
mumbling, from time to time, “ The moments are precious, they are 
few and precious—pray the prayer for the dying! ” 

The boy uttered a despairing groan, and ceased from his struggles, 
panting. The tears came, then, and trickled, one after the other, 
down his face; but this piteous sight wrought no softening effect upon 
the savage old man. 

The dawn was coming, now ; the hermit observed it, and spoke up 
sharply, with a touch of neiwous apprehension in his voice— 

“ I may,not indulge this ecstasy longer ! The night is already 
gone. It seems but a moment—only a moment; would it had endured 
a year! Seed of the Church’s spoiler, close thy perishing eyes, an’ 
thou fearest to look upon-” 

The rest was lo.st in inarticulate inutterings. The old man sunk upon 
his knees, his knife in his hand, and bent himself over the moaffing boy— 

Hark ! There was a sound of voices near the cabin—the knife 
dropped from the hermit’s hand; he cast a sheepskin over the boy and 
started up, trembling. The sounds increased, and j>resently the voices 
became rough and angry; then came blows, and cries for help; then 
a clatter of swift footsteps, retreating. Immediately came a succession 
of thundering knocks upon the cabin door, followed by— 

“ Huilo-o-o I Open ! And despatch, in the name of all the 
devils! ” 

Ohj this was the blessodest sound that had ever made music in the 
King’s ears; for it was Miles Hendon’s voice ! 

The hermit, grinding his teeth in impotent rage, moved swiftly 
out of the bedchamber, closing the door behind him; and straight¬ 
way tlift King heard a talk, to this effect, proceeding from the 
“ chapel ”— 

“ Homage and greeting, reverend sir! Where is the boy—my 
boy ? ” 

“ What boy, friend ? ” 

" What boy! Lie mo no lies, sir [>riest, play me no deceptions !— 
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I am not in the humour for it. Near to this place I caught the scoun¬ 
drels who I judged did steal him from me, and I made them confess; 
they said he was at large again, and they had tracked him to your 
door. They showed me his very footprints. Now palter no more; for 

holy sir, an’ thou produce him not- Where is the boy 1 ” 

“ Oh, good sir, peradventure you mean the ragged regal vagrant that 
tarried here the night. If such as you take an interest in such as he. 
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know, then, that I have sent him of an errand. He will be back 
anon.” 

“ How soon ? How soon 7 Come, waste not the time—cannot I 
overtake him 7 How soon will he be back 7 ” 

“ Thou need’st not stir; he will return quickly.” 

“ So be it, then. I will try to wait. But stop !—you sent him 
of an errand7—you! Verily this is a lie—he would not go. He 

E 



243 HENDON TO THE RESCUE. 

would pull thy old beard, an’ thou didst offer him such an insolence. 
Thou hast lied, friend; thou hast surely lied ! He would not go for' 
thee, nor for any man.” 

“For any man—no ; haply not. But I am not a man.” 

“ WMt! Now o’ God’s name what art thou, then ? ” 

“ It is a secret—mark thou reveal it not. I am an archangel! ” 
There was a tremendous ejaculation from Miles Hendon—not 
altogether lanprofano—followed by— 

“This doth well and truly account for his complaisance ! Kight 
well I knew he would budge nor hand nor foot in the menial service 
of any mortal; but, lord, even a king -must obey when an arch¬ 
angel gives the word o’ command ! Let me—’sh ! What noise was 
that ? ” 

All this while the little King had been yonder, alternately quaking 
with terror and trembling with hope; and all the while, too, he had 
thrown all the strength he could into his anguished meanings, con¬ 
stantly expecting them to reach Hendon’s ear, but always realising, 
with bitterness, that they failed, or at least made no impression. So 
this last remark of his servant came as comes a reviving breath from 
fresh fields to the dying; and he exerted himself once more, and with- 
all his energy, just as the hermit was sa 3 dng — 

“ Noise ? I heard only the wind.” 

“ Mayhaj) it was. Yes, doubtless that was it. I have been hear¬ 
ing it faintly all the—there it is again I It is not the wind ! What 
an odd sound ! Come, we will hunt it out! ” 

Now the King’s joy was nearly insupportiible. His tired lungs 
did their utmost—and hopefully, too—but the sealed jaws and the 
mufiling siieeitskin sadly crippled the effort. Then the poof fellow’s 
heart sank, to hear the hermit say— 

“ Ah, it came from without—I think from the copse yonder. 
Come, I will lead the way.” 

The King heard the two pass out, talking; heard their footsteps 
die quickly away—then he was alone with a boding, brooding, awful 
silence. 
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It seemed an age till he heard the steps and voices approaching' 
again—and this time he heard an added sound,—^the trampling of, 
hoofs, apparently. Then he heard Hendon say— 

“ I will not wait longer. I cannot wait longer. He has lost his 
way in this thick 'wood. Which direction took he ? Quick—point it 
out to me.” 
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“ No——ride tliy mule, and lead lliine ass; I am surer on mine own 
feet, and will walk.” 

“ Then prithee mind the little beast for me while I take my life 
in my hands and make what success I may toward mounting the big 
one.” 

Then followed a confusion of kicks, cuffs, tramplings and plun- 
gings, accompanied by a thunderous intermingling of volleyed curses, 

and finally a bitter apo- 
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miseiy the fettered little King heard the voices and footsteps fade away 
and die out. All hope forsook him, now, for the moment, and a dull 
desjiair settled down upon his heart. “My only friend is deceived 

and got rid of,” he said; “ the hermit will return and-” He 

finished with a gasp; and at once fell to struggling so frantically with 
Ids bonds again, that he shook off the smothering sheepskin. 

And now he heard tlie door open! The sound chilled him to the 
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marrow—already he seemed to I'eel the knife at his throat. Horror 
made him close his eyes; horror made him open them again—^and 
before him stood John Canty and lingo ! 

He would have said “ Tliank God ! ” if liis jaws liad been I'ree. 

A moment or two later his limbs were at liberty, and his captors, 
each gripping liim by an arm, were hurrying liim with all speed 
throngli the forest. 
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CIIAl'TEIi XXII. 

A VICTIM OF TKEACHEUY. 

Once more “ King Foo-Foo the First ” was roving with the tramps 
and outlaws, a butt for tlieir coarse jests and dull-witted railleries, and 
soinetiincs the victim oC sniall s])itefuluesscs at the hands of Canty 
and Hugo when the Iluffler’s back was turned. None but Canty and 
Hugo really disliked iiim. Some of tlni others liked him, and all 
:idinired his j)luck and S 2 ')irit. During two or three days, Hugo, in 
Viliose ward and charge the King wtis, did what he covertly could to 
make the boy uncomfortable,; and at night, during the customary 
orgies, he amused the company by putting small indignities ujion him 
—always as if by accident. Twice he, stepjied njion the King’s toes— 
.•iccidentally—and the King, as became his royalty, was contemptu¬ 
ously unconscious of it and indifferent to it; but the third time Hugo 
entertained himself in that wiiy, the King lolled him to the ground with 
a cudgel, to the prodigious delight of the tribe. Hugo, consumed with 
anger and sliame, s])rang np, seized a cudgel, and came at his small 
adversiiry in a fury. Instantly a ring was formed around the gladia¬ 
tor,s, and tlie betting and cheering began. But poor Hugo stood no 
chance whatever. His frantic and lubberly ’jirentice-work found but 
a jKior market for itself when jiitted against an arm w'hich had been 
trained by the first masters of Europe in single-.stick, quarter-staff, 
and every aft and trick of swordsmanship. The little King stood, 
alert but at graceful ease, and caught and turned aside the thick rain 
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of blows with a fecility and precision which set the motley on-lookers 
wild with admiration; and every now and then, when his practised 
eye detected an opening, and a lightning-swift rap upon Hugo’s head 
followed as a result, the storm of cheers and laughter that swept the 
place was something w'onderful to hear. At the end of fifteen minutes, 



Hugo, all battered, bruised, and the target, for a pitileas bombardment 
of ridicule, slunk from the field; and the imscathed hero oftije fight 
was seized and borne aloft upon the shoulders of the joyous rabble to 
the place of honoM beside the Kufller, where with vast ceremony he 
crowned King of the Game-Cocks; his meaner title being at 
Ibe same time solemnly cancelled and annulled, and a decree of banish- 
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merit from the gang pronounced against any who should thfincefortli 
utter it. 

All attempts to make the King serviceable to the troop had failed. 
He had stubbornly refused to act; moreover, he was always trying tf> 
escape. He had been thrust into an unwatched kitchen, the lirst day 
of his return; he not only came forth empty-handed, but tried to rouse 
the housemates. He was sent out with a tinker to help him at his 
work; he would not work; moreover, he threatened the tinker witli 
his own soldering-iron; and finally both Hugo and the tinker found 
their hands full with the mere matter of keeping him from getting 
away. He delivered the thunders of his royalty upon the heads of all 
who hampered his' liberties or tried to force him to service. He was 
sent out, in Hugo’s charge, in conijiany with a slatternly woman and 
a diseased baby, to bog; but the result was not encouraging—ho 
declined to plead for the mendicants, or be a party to tlieir cause in 
any w'ay. 

Thus several days went by; and the miseries of this tramping life, 
.and the weariness and sordidness and meanness and vulgarity of it, 
became gradually and steadily so intolerable to the captive that bo 
began at last to feel that his release from the hermit’s knife must 
prove only a temporary respite from death, at best. 

But at night, in his dreams, these things were forgotten, and he 
was on his throne, and master again. This, of course, intensified tlie 
sufferings of the awakening—so the mortifications of each succeeding 
morning-of the few that passed between his return to bondage and the 
combat with Hugo, grew bitterer and bitterer, and harder and harder 
to bear. 

The morning after that eombat, Hugo got up with a heart filled 
with, vengeful purposes against the King. He had two plans, in par¬ 
ticular. One was to inflict upon the lad what would be, to his proud 
spirit a^ “imagined” royalty, a peculiar humiliation; and if he failed 
to accomplish this, his other plan was to put a crime of some kind 
upon the King, and then betray him into the implaeable clutches-of the* 
law. 
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• In pursuance of the first plan, he purposed to put a “ clime ” upon 
the King’s leg; rightly judging that that would mortify him to the 
last and perfect degree; and as soon as the clime should operate, he 
meant to got Canty’s help, and force the King to expose his leg in the 
highway and beg for alms. “Clime" was the cant term for a sore, 
artificially created. To make a clime, the operator mg,de a paste or 
poultice of unslaked lime, soap, and the rust of old iron, and spread 
it upon a piece of leather, which was then bound tightly upon the leg. 
This would presently fret off the skin, and malce the flesh raw and 
angry-looking; blood was then rubbed upon the limb, which, being 
fully dried, took on a dark and repulsive colour. Then a bandage of 
soiled rags was put on in a cleverly careless way which would allow 
the hideous ulcer to be seen, and move the compassion of the passer¬ 
by.' 

Hugo got the help of the tinker whom the King had cowed with the 
soldering-iron ; they took the boy out on a tinkering tramp, and as 
soon as they were out of sight of the camp' they threw him down and 
the tinker held him while Hugo bound the poultice tight and fast upon 
his leg. 

The King raged and stormed, and j)romised to hang the two the 
moment the scej)tre was in his hand again ; but they kept a firm grip 
upon him and enjoyed his impotent struggling and jeered at his 
threats. This continued until the poultice began to bite; and in no 
long time its work w'ould have been perfected, if there had been no 
interruption. But there was; for about this time the “ slave ’’ who 
had made the speech denouncing England’s laws, appeared on the 
scene, and put an end to the enterprise, and stripped off the poultice 
and bandage. 

The King wanted to borrow his deliverer’s cudgel and warm the 
jackets of the two rascals on the spot; but the man said no, it would 
bring trouble—leave the matter till night; the whole tribe being 
together, then, the outside world would not venture to interfere or 
interrupt. He marched the party back to camp and reported the affair 
‘ From “The English Eogue.” London, 1665. 



A VICTIM OF TBFACHFBY. 


to the EuiSer, who listened, pondered, and then decided that the King 
should not be again detailed to beg, since it was plain he was worthy 
of something higher and better—wherefore, on the spot he promoted 
him from tlie mendicant rank and appointed him to steal I 

Hugo was overjoyed. He had already tried to make the King 
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steal, and failed; but there would be no more / ' WTf 

trouble of that sort, now, for of course the King 
would not dream of defying a distinct command 
delivered directly ‘ from head-quarters. So ho planned a raid for 
that very afternoon, purposing to get the King in the law’s grip in 
the course of it; and to do it, too, with such ingenious strategy, that 
it should seem to be accidental and unintentional; for the King of the 
Game-Cocks was popular now, and the gang might not deal over- 
gently with an unpopular member who played so serious a treachery 
upon him as the delivering him over to the common enemy, the law. 
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Yery well. All in good time Hugo strolled off to a neighbouring 
tillage with his prey; and the two drifted slowly up and down one 
street after another, the one watching sharply for a sure chance to 
achieve his evil purpose, and the other watching as sharply for a 

chance to dart away and get 
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free of his infamous captivity 
for ever. 

Both threw away some, 
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t,'.Iei-;ib]y lair-iooking op- 
ixirluiiilies; for both, in 
tli(,ir .xeerot hearts, were 
unsolved to malic absolutely 
sure work this time, and 
neither meant to allow his 
fevered desires to seduce 


him into any venture that 

had much unceriainty about it. 

Hugo's chance came first. For at last a woman approached who 
carried a fat package of some sort in a basket. Hugo’s eyes s|»rkled 
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with sinful pleasure as he said to himself, “ Breath o’ my life, an’ I can 
hut put that upon him, ’tis good-den and God keep thee. King of the 
Game-Cocks! ” Ho waited and watched—outwardly patient, but 
inwardly consuming with excitement—^till tlie woman had passed by, 
and the time was ripe; then said, in a low voice— 

“ Tarry here till I come again,” and darted stealthily after the 
prey. 

The King’s heart was filled with joy—he could make his escape, 
now, if Hugo’s quest only carried him far enough away. 

But he was to have no such luck. Hugo crept behind the woman, 
snatched the package, and came running back, wrapping it in an old 
jnece of blanket which he carried on his arm. The hue and cry was 
raised in a moment, by the woman, who knew her loss by the. light¬ 
ening of her burden, although she had i.iot seen the pilfering done. 
Hugo thrust tl)c bundle into the King's hands without halting, 
saying-- 

‘‘ j\ow s]iced ye afier me with the rest, and cry ‘ Stop thief! ’ but 
‘ lind ye lead tlicm a,stray ! ’’ 

The next inoimmt Hugo .urned a c rner and darted down a crooked 
alley,— and in another moment or two he lounged into view again, looking 
innoi.’(uil .and indifl'erenl, and took up a position behind a post to watch 
results. 

'Phe insulted King threw the bundle on the ground; and the 
blanket fell aavay from it just as the woman arrived, with an augment¬ 
ing cj-owd at her heels; she seized the King’s wrist with one hand, 
snatched up her bundle with the other, and began to pour out a tirade 
of abuse upon the boy while he struggled, without success, to free him¬ 
self from her grip. 

Hugo had scon enough—his enemy was captured and the law 
would get him, now—so he slipped away, jubilant and chuckling, and 
wended campwards, framing a judiciou.s vei-sion of the matter to give 
to the liuffler’s crew as he strode along. 

The King continued to struggle in the woman’s strong giasp, and 
now and then cried out in vexation— 
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Marry, good souls, let us proceed gently, not “with ill felood :*iRd 
uncharitable wflrds. This is matter Tor the law’s consideration, hot 
private and unofficial handling. Loose thy hold from the boy, good- 
wife.”- 

The blacksmith averaged the stalwart soldier with a glance, then 
went muttering away, rubbing his arm; the woman released the boy’s 
wrist reluctantly; the crowd eyed the stranger unlovingly, but pru¬ 
dently closed their mouths. The King sprang to his deliverer’s side, 
with flushed cheeks and sparkling eyes, exclaiming— 

“ Thou hast lagged sorely, but thou comest in good season, now, 
Sir Miles; carve me this rabble to rags ! ” . 
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CHAPIER XXIII. 

VUE rUlNCE A J’liJSONEK. 

lIicsuoN lurccd ba^ck a smile, and bent down and whispered in the King’s 
ear— 

“ Softly, softly, niy jtriuce, wag thy tongue warily—nay, suffer it 
not to wag at all. Trust in me—all shall go well in the end.” Then 
he added, to himselt'; “ Sir Miles ! Bless me, I had totally forgot I 
was a knight! Lord, how marvellous a thing it is, the grip his 
uieiiKjry doth take upon his quaint and crazy lancies ! . . . An empty 
and foolish title is mine, and yet it is something to have deserved it; 
l<>r I think it is more honour to be held worthy to be a spectre-knight 
in his Kingdom of Dreams and Shadows, than to be held base enough 
to lie an earl in some of the real kingdoms of this world.” 

The crowd fell a])art to admit a cotistable, who approached and 
was about to lay his hand upon the King’s shoulder, when Hendon 
said— 

“ Gently, good friend, withhold your hand—^he shall go peaceably; 
1 am responsible for that. Lead on, we will follow.” '' 

The officer led, with the woman and her bundle; Miles and the 
King followed after, with the crowd at their heels. The King was in¬ 
clined to rebel; but Hendon said to him in a low voice— 

“ Reflect, Sire—your laws are the wholesome breath of your own 
royalty; shall their source resist them, yet require the branches to 
respect them ? Apparently one of these laws has been broken; when 
tlie King is on his throne again, can it ever grieve him to remember 
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that when he was seemingly a private person he loyally sunk the king 
in tile citizen and submitted to its authority? ” 

“ Thou art right; say no more; thou shalt see that whatsoever the 



“CKNTW, COOD PItlEND.” 


King of England requires a subject to suffer under the law, he will 
himself suffer while he holdeth the station of a subject.” 

When the woman was called upon to testify before the justice of 
the peace, she swore that the small prisoner at the bar was the person 
who had committed the theft; there was none able to show the con- 
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trary, so tlie King stood convicted. The bundle was now unrolled, and 
when the contents proved to be a plump little dressed pig, the judge 
look troubled, whilst Hendon turned pale, and his body was thrilled 
witli an electric shiver of dismay; but the King remained unmoved, pro¬ 
tected by. his ignorance. The judge meditated, during an ominous 
pause, then turned to the woman, with the question— 

“ What dost thou hold this property to be worth 1 ” 

The woman courtesied and replied— 

“ Three shillings and eightpence, your worship—I could not abate a 
jienny and set forth the value honestly.” 

The justice glanced around uncomfortably tipon the crowd, then 
nodded to the constable, and said— 

“ Clear the court and close the doors.” 

It was done. None remained but the two officials, the accused, the 
accuser, and Miles Hendon. This latter was rigid and colourless, and 
on his forehead big drops of cold sweat gathered, broke and blended 
together, and trickled down his face. The judge turned to the woman 
again, and said, in a compassionate voice— 

“ ’Tis a poor ignorant lad, and mayhap was driven hard by hunger, 
for these be grievous times for the unfortunate: mark you, he hath not 

an evil face—but when hunger driveth- Good woman ! dost know 

that when one steals a thing above the value of thirteenpence ha’penny 
the law saith he shall hang for it ? ” 

The little King started, wide-eyed with consternation, hut controlled 
himself and held his peace; but not so the 'woman. She sprang to her 
fleet, shaking with fright, and cried oirt— 

“ Oh, good lack, what have' I done! God-a-mercy, I would not hang 
the poor thing for the whole world! Ah, save me from this, your 
tvorship—what shall I do, what can I do ? ” 

The justice maintained his judicial composure, and simply said— 

“ Doubtless it is allowable to revise the value, since it is not yet 
writ upon the record.” 

“ Then in God’s name call the pig eightpence, and heaven bless the 
day that freed my conscience of this awesome thing ! ” 



26i THE PRINCE A PRISONER. 

Miles Hendon forgot all decorum in his delight; and surpriiKed the 
King and wounded his dignity, by throwing his arms around him and 
hugging him. The woman made her grateful adieux and started away 
with her pig; and when. the constable opened the door for her, he 
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old Harry that’s just dead ne’er touched or tampered with. A fig for 
thy eightpence! ” 

“ Stands the wind in that quarter? Thou wast under oath, and so 
swore talsely when thou saidst the value was but eightpence. Come 
straightway back with me before his worship, and answer for the 
criijie !—and tlien the lad will hang.” 

“ There, there, dear heart, say no more, I am content. Give me 
the eightpence, and hold thy peace about the matter.” 

The woman went off crying: Hendon slipped back into the court 
room, and the constable presently followed, after hiding his prize in 
soino convenient ^ace. The justice wrote a while longer, then read 
the King a wise and kindly lecture, and sentenced him to a short im¬ 
prisonment in the common jail, to be followed by a public flogging. 
Q’he astounded King opened his mouth, and was jirobably going to order 
the good judge to be beheaded on the spot; but he caught a warning 
sign from Hendon, and succeeded in closing his mouth again before he 
lost anything but of it. Hendon took him by the hand, now, made 
reverence to the justice, and the two departed in the wake of the 
constable toward the jail. The moment the street was reached, the 
inllamed monarch halted, snatched away his hand, and exclaimed— 

“ Idicff, dost imagine I will enter a common jail alive ?” 

Hendon bent down and .said, somewhat sharply— 

“ Will you trust in me ? Peace ! and forbear to worsen our 
chances with dangerous speech. What God wills, will happen ; thou 
const not hurry it, thou canst not alter it; therefore wait, and bb 
pa'ient—’twill be time enow to rail or rejoice when what is to happen 
has happened.” * 

' Sec Notes to Chapter XXJII., at end of volume. 
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CIIAPTEK XXIV. 

THE ESCAPE. 

The short winter clay was nearly ended. The streets were deserted, 
save for a few random stragglers, and these hurried straight along, with 
the intent look of people who were only anxious to accomplish their 
errands as quickly as possible, and then snugly house themselves from 
the rising wind and the gathering twilight. They looked neither to 
the right nor to the left; they paid no attention to our party, they did 
not even seem to see them. Edward the Sixth wondered if the spec¬ 
tacle of .a king on his way to jail had ever encountered such mar¬ 
vellous indifference before. By and by the constable arrived at a 
deserted market-square, and proceeded to cross it. When he had reached 
the middle of it, Hendon laid his hand upon his arm, and said in a low 
voice— 

“ Bide a moment, good sir, there is none in hearing, and I would 
s-ay a word to thee.” 

“ My duty forbids it, sir; prithee hinder me not, the night comes 
on.” 

“ Stay, nevertheless, for the matter concerns thee nearly. Turn thy 
back a moment and seem not to see; let this poor lad escape." 

“ This to me, sir! I arrest thee in———” 

“ Nay, be not too hasty. See thou be careful and commit no 
foolish error ”—then he shut his voice down to a whisper, and said in 
the man’s ear— “ the pig thou hast purchased for eightpence may cost 
thee thy neck, man 1 ” 
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The poor constable, taken by surprise, was speechless, at first, then 
found his tongue and fell to blustering and threatening; but Hendon 
was tranquil, and waited with patience till his breath was spent; thep 
said— 

“ I have a liking to thee, friend, and would not willingly see thee 
come to harm. Observe, I heard it all—every word. I will prove 
it to thee.” Then he repeated the conversation which the officer and 



the woman had had together in the hall, word for word, and ended 
with— 

“ There—have I set it forth correctly ? Should not I be able to 
set it forth correctly before the judge, if occasion required? ” 

The man was dumb with fear and distress, for a moment; then he 
rallied, and said with forced lightness— 

“ ’Tis making a mighty matter indeed, out of a jest; I but plagued 
the woman for mine amusement.” 

“ Kept you the woman’s pig for amusement? ” 
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The man answei'jd sharply— 

“ Nought else, good sir—I tell thee ’twas but a jest.” 

“ I do begin to believe thee,” said Hendon, with a perplexing mix¬ 
ture of mockery and half-conviction in his tone; “ but tarry thou here 
a moment whilst I run and adi his worship—for nathless, he being a 

man experienced in law, in jests, in-” 

He w^s p^ing ayraj, still talking; the constable hesitated, 
tidgected, spat otit'an oatliuor’t\vo, then cried out— 

“ Hold, hold, good sir—prithee wait a little—the judge! Why, man, 
he hath no more sympathy with a jest than hath a dead corpse!—come, 
and we will speak further. Ods body! I seem to be in evil case— 
and all for an innocent and thoughtless pleasantry. I am a man of 

family; and my wife and little ones-- List to reason, good your 

worship : what wouldet thou of me ? ” 

“ Only that thou be blind smd dumb and jiaralytic wliilst one may 
count a hundred thousand—counting slowly,” said Hendon, with the 
expression of a man who asks but a reasonable favour, and that a very 
little one. 


“ It is ray destruction ! ” said the constable despairingly. “ Ah, be 
reasonable, good sir; only look at this matter, on all its sides, and see 
how mere a jest it is—how manifestly and how plainly it is so. • And 
2 veri if one granted it were not a jest, it is a fault so small that e’en 
he grimmest penalty it could call forth would be but a rebuke and 
earning from the judge’s lips.” 

Hendon replied with a solemnity which chilled the air about him— 
“ This jest of thine hath a name, in law,—wot you what it is ? ” 

“ I knew it not 1 Peradventure I have been unwise. I never 


beamed it had a name—ah, sweet heaven, I thought it was original.” 

“ Yes, it hath a name. In the law this crime is called Non compos 
nentis lex talionis sic transit gloria mundi.” 

“ Ah, my Clod 1 ” 

“ And the penalty is death ! ” 

“ God be merciful to me, a sinner ! ” 

“By advantage taken of one in fault, in dire peril, and at thy 
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mercy, thou hast seized goods worth above thii teenpence ha’penny, 
paying but a trifle for the same; and this, in the eye of the law, is 
constructive barratry, misprision of treason, malfeasance in office, ad 



hominem ^xpurgatis in statu quo —and the penalty is death by the 
halter, without ransom, commutation, or benefit of clergy.” 

“ Bear me up, bear me ujv sweet sir, mv legs do fail me ! Be thou 
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merciful—spare me this doom, and I will turn my back and see 
nought that shall happen.” 

“ Good! now thou’rt wise and reasonable. And thou’lt restore 
the pig ? ” 

“ I will, I will indeed—^nor ever touch another, though heaven send 
it and an archangel fetch it. Go—I am blind for thy sake—I see 
nothing. I will say thou didst break in and wrest the prisoner from 
my hands by force. It is but a crazy, ancient door—I will batter it 
down myself betwixt midnight and the morning.” , 

“ Do it, good soul, no harm will come of it; the judge hath a loving 
charity for this poor lad, and will shed no tears and break no jailer’s 
bones for his e.scape.” 






































CirAPTER XXV. 


HKNDON HALL. 

As soon as Hendon and the King were f.ut of sight of the constable, his 
Majesty was instructed to hurry to a certain place outside the town, and 
wait there, whilst Hendon sliould go to the inn and settle his account. 
1 lull' an hour later the two friends were blithely jogging eastward on 
Hendon’s sorry steeds. The King was warm and comfortable, now,*lor 
rlie had cast his rags and clothed himself in the second-hand suit which 
Hendon had bought on London Bridge. 

Hendon wished to guard against over-fatiguing the boy; he judged 
that hard journeys, irregular meals, and illiberal measures of sleep 
would be bad for his crazed mind; whilst rest, regularity, and moderate 
(ixercise would be pretty sure to hasten its cure ; he longed to see the 
stricken intellect made well again and its diseased visions driven out 
oi the tormented little head; therefore he resolved to• prove by easy 
stages toward the home whence he had so long been banished, instead 
of obeying the impulse of his impatience and hurrying along night and 
(lay. 

When he and the King had journeyed about ten miles, they r«iched 
a considerable village, and halted there lor the night, at a good inn. 
The former relations were resumed; Hendon stood behind the King’s 
chair, while he dined, and waited upon him ; undressed him when he 
was ready for bed ; then took the floor for his own quarters, and slept 
athwart the door, rolled up in a blanket. 
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him a fool’s journey all over the forest, and taken him back to the hut, 
firiallj% when he found he could not get rid of him. Then—^he said— 
the old man went into the bedchamber and came staggering back look¬ 
ing broken-hearted, and saying he had expected to find that the boy had 
returned and lain down in there to rest, but it was not so. Hendon 
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had waited at the hut all day; hope of the King’s return died oiit^ then, 
and he departed Upon the quest again. 

“ And old Sanctum Sanctorum was truly soiTy your highness came 
not back,” said Hendon; “ I saw it in his face.” 

“ Marry I will never doubt that ! ” siiid the King—and then told 
his own story; after which, Hendon was sorry he had not destroyed the 
archangel. 

During the last day of the trip, Hendon’s spirits were soaring. His 
tongue ran constantly. He talked about his old father, and his brother 
Arthur, and told of many things which illustrated their high and gene¬ 
rous characters; he went into loving lirenzies over his Edith, and was 
so glad-hearted that he was even able to say some gentle and brotherly 
tilings about Hugh. He dwelt a deal on the coming meeting at Hendon 
Hall; what a surprise it would be to everybody, and what an outburst 
of thanksgiving and delight there w'ould be. 

it was a lair region, dotted with cottages and orchards, and the road 
led through broad pasture lands whose receding expanses, marked with 
gentle elevations and depressions, suggested the swelling and subsiding 
undulations of the sea. In the afternoon the returning prodigal made 
constant deflections from his course to see if by ascending some hillock 
he might not pierce the distance and catch a glimpse of his home. At 
last he was successful, and cried out excitedly— 

“ There is the village, my Prince, and tliere is the Hall close by ! 
You may see the towers from here; and that wood there—that is my 
father’s park. Ah, now thou’lt know what state and grandeur be ! 
A house with seventy rooms—think of that!—and seven and twenty 
servants! A brave lodging for such as we, is it not so ? Come, let us 
speed—my impatience will not brook further delay.” 

All possible hurry was made; still, it was after three o’c!ock,before 
the village was reached. The travellers scampered through it, Hendon’s 
tongue going all the time. ■ “ Here is the church—covered with the 
same ivy—none gone, none added.” “ Yonder is the inn, the old Eed 
Lion,—and yonder is the market-place.” “ Here is the Maypole, and 
here the pump—nothing is altered; nothing but the people, at any 
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rate; ten years make a change* in people; some ol* these I seem to 
know, but none know me.” So his chat ran on. The end of the village 
was soon reached; then the travellers struck into a crooked, narro\y 
road, walled in with tall hedges, and hurried briskly along it for half a 



“ THEEE IS THE VILLAGE, MY PEINCE. 


mile, then passed into a vast flower garden through an imposing gate¬ 
way, whose huge stone pillars bore sculptured armorial devices. A 
noble mansion was before them. 

“ Welcome to Hendon Hall, my King! ” exclaimed Miles. “ Ah, 
’tis a great day ! My father and my brother, and the Lady Edith 
will be so mad with joy that they will have eyes and tongue for none 
but me in the first transports of the meeting,'and so thou’it seem but 
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coldly welcomed—but mind it not; ’twill soon seem otherwise; for 
when I say thou art my ward, and tell them how costly is my lofe for 
tliee, thou’lt see them take thee to their breasts for Miles Hendro’e 
sake, and make their house and hearts thy home for ever after! ” 

The next moment Hendon sprang to the ground before the great 
door, helped the King down, then took him by the hand and rushed 
within. A few steps brought him to a spacious apartment; he entered. 



“• ‘ KMBrfACE ME, HCOH,’ HE CKIED." 


seated the King with more hurry than ceremony, then ran toward a 
young man who sat at a writing table in front of a generous fire of 
logs. 

“ Embrace me, Hugh,” he cried, “ and say thou’rt glad I am come 
again! and call our father, for home is not home till I shall touch his 
hand, and see his face, and he.ar his voice once more! ” 

But Hugh only drew back, after betraying a momentary surprise, 
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and bent a grave stare upon, the intruder—a stare which indicated 
somewhat of offended dignit}', at first, then changed, in response to 
some inw'ard thought or purpose, to an expression of marvelling curi¬ 
osity, mixed with a real or assumed compassion. Presently he said, in 
a inUd voice— 

“ Thy wits seem touched, poor stranger; doubtless thou hast suffered 
privations and rude buffetings at the world’s hands; thy looks and 
dress betoken it. Whom dost thou take me to be ? ” 

“ Take thee ? Prithee for whom else than wdiom thou art ? I take 
thee to be Hugh Hendon,” said Miles, sharply. 

The other continued, in tlie same soft tone— 

“ And whom dost thou imagine thyself to be ? ” 

.. “ Imagination hath nought to do with it! Dost thou pretend thou 

knowest me not for thy brother Miles Hendon ? ” 

An expression of pleased surprise flitted across Hugh’s face, and he 
exclaimed— 

“ What! thou art not jesting ? can the dead come to life ? God be 
praised if it be so ! Our poor lost boy restored to our arms after all 
these cruel years! Ah, it seems too good to be true, it is too good to be 
..true—I charge thee, have pity, do not trifle wdth me ! Quick—come 
to the light—let me scan thee well! ” 

He seized Miles by the arm, dragged him to the window, and began 
devour him from head to foot with his eyes, turning him this way 
and that, and stepping briskly around him and about him to prove 
him from all points of vieAV; whilst ilie returned prodigal, all aglow 
with gladness, smiled, laughed, and kept nodding his head and say¬ 
ing— 

“Go on, brother, go on, and fear not; thou’lt find nor limb nor 
feature that cannot bide the test. Scour and scan me to thy content, 
■my good old Hugh—I am indeed thy old Miles, thy same old Miles, 
thy lost brother, is’t not so ? Ah, ’tis a great day—I said ’twas a 
great day ! Give me thy hand, give me thy cheek—lord, I am like to 
die of very joy!” 

He was about to throw himself upon his brother; but Hugh put up 
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his hand in dissent, then dropped his chin mournfully upon his breast, 
saying with emotion— 

“ Ah, God of his mercy give me strength to bear this grievous 
disappointment 1 ” 

Miles, amazed, could not speak, for a moment; then he found his 
tongue, and cried out— 



“ HUUil PUT UP HIS HAND IN DISSKNT. 


“ fV/iat disappointment ? Am I not thy brother ? ” 

Hugh shook his head sadly, and said— 

“ I pray heaven it may prove so, and that other eyes may find the 
resemblances that are hid from mine. Alack, I fear me the letter 
spoke but too truly.” 

“ What letter ? ” 

“ One that came from over sea, some six or seven years ago. It 
said my brother died in battle.” 
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“ It was a lie! Call thy father—^he will know me.” 

“ One may not call the dead.” „ 

“Dead?” Miles’s voice was subdued, and his lips trembled. “ My^ 
&tber dead !—oh, this is heavy news. Half my new joy is withered, 
now. Prithee let me see my brother Arthur—he will know me; he 
will know me and console me.” 

“ He, also, is dead.” 

“ God be merciful to me, a stricken man ! Gone,—both gone— 
the worthy taken and the w'orthloss sj)ared, in me! Ah ! I crave your 
mercy !—do not say the Lady Edith- ” 

“ Is dead ? No, she lives.” 

“ Then, God be praised, my joy is whole again! Speed thee, 
brotlier—let her come to rne! An’ s/te say I am not myself,—but 
she will not; no, no, s/ie will know me, I were a fool to doubt it. 
Brihg her—bring the old servants; they, too, will know me.” 

“ All are gone but five—Peter, Halsey, David, Bernard, and 
Margaret.” 

So saying, Hugh left the room. Miles stood musing a while, then 
began to walk the floor, muttering— 

^ “ The five arch-villains have survived the two-and-twenty leal and 
honest—’tis an odd thing.” 

He continued walking back and forth, muttering to himself; he 
bad forgotten the King entirely. By and by liis Majesty said gravely, 
and with a touch of genuine compassion, though the words themselves 
were capable of being interpreted ironically— 

“ Mind not thy mischance, good man ; there be others in the world 
whose identity is denied, and whose claims are derided. Thou hast 
coniimny.” 

“ Ah, my King,” cried Hendon, colouring slightly, “ do not thou 
eondemn me—^wait, and thou shalt see. I am no impostor—she 
will say it; you shall hear it from the sweetest lips in England. I an 
impostor ? Why, I know this old hall, .these pictures of my ancestors, 
and all these things that are about us, as a child knoweth its own 
aursery. Here was I born and bred, my lord; I speak the truth ; I 
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would not deceive thee; and should none else believe, I pray thee do 
not thou doubt me—I could not bear it.” 

“I do not doubt thee,” said the King, with a childlike simplicity 
and faith. 

“I thank thee out of my heart I ” exclaimed Hendon,, with a 
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fervency which showed that he was touched. The King added, with 
the same gentle simplicity— 

“ Dost thou doubt me?” 

A guilty confusion seized upon Hendon, and he was grateful that 
the door opened to admit Hugh, at that , moment, and saved him tlie 
necessity of replying. 

A beautiful lady, richly clothed, followed Hugh, and after her came 
several liveried servants. The lady walked slowly, with her hegd 
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bowted and her eyes fixed «pon the floor. The face was unspeakably 
«id. Miles Hendon sprang forward, crying out— 

“.Oh, my Edith, my darling— ” 

But Hugh waved him back, gravely, and said to the lady— 

“ Look upon him. Do you know him ? ” 

At the sound of Miles’s voice the woman had started slightly, and 
her cheeks had flushed; she w'as trembling now. She stood still, 
during an impressive pause of several moments; then slowly lifted 
up her head and looked into Hendon’s eyes with a stony and fright¬ 
ened gaze.; the blood sank out of her face, drop by drop, till nothing 
remained but the grey pallor of death; then she said, in a voice as 
dead as the face, “ I know him not! ” and turned, with a moan and a 
stifled sob, and tottered out of the room. 

Miles Hendon sank into a chair and covered his face with hi.< 
hands. After a pause, his brother said to the servants— 

“ You have observed him. Do you know him ? ” 

They shook their heads; then the master said— 

“ The servants know you not, sir. I fear there is some mistake. 
You have seen that my wife knew you not.” 

“ Thy wife! ” In .an instant Hugh was pinned to the w.all, with an 
iron grip .about his throat. “ Oh, thou fox-hearted sfave, I see it all ’ 
Thou’st writ the lying letter thyself, and my stolen bride and goods 
are its fruit. There—now get thee gone, lest I shame mine honourable 
soldiership with the slaying of so pitiful a mannikin ! ” 

Hugh, red-faced, and almost suffocated, reeled to the ne.arest chair, 
and commanded the servants to seize and bind the murderous stranger. 
They hesitated, and one of them said— 

“ He is armed. Sir Hugh, and tve are weaponless.” 

“ Armed ! What of it, and ye so many ? Upon him, I say ! ” 

But Miles warned them to be careful what they did, and added— 

“ Ye know me of old—I have not changed; come on, an’ it like 

pu.” 

Tliis reminder did not hearten the servants much ; they still held 
back. 
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“ Then go, ye paltry cowards, and arm yourselves and guard the 
doors, whilst I send one to fetch the watch: ” said Hugh. * He turned 
at the threshold, and said to Miles, “ You’ll iind it to your advantage 
to offend not with useless endeavours at escape,” 
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“Escape? Spare thyself discomfort, an’ that is all that trotihles 
thee. For Miles Hendon is master of Hendon Hall and all its belong¬ 
ings. He will remain—doubt it not.” 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

DrSOWNED. 

Till-: King sat mtising a few iiioiuonts, tlien looked up and said— 

’Tis stranije—most strange. 1 cannot account for it.” 

‘‘ N(', it is not strange, my liege. I know him, and this conduct is 
lint natural. lie was a rascal I'roin his liirth.” 

“ t)h, I S]>ake not of /im, Sir Milts.” 

“ Not ol' him ? Then ol’ wliat ? What is it that is .strange ? ” 

‘‘ That the King is not missed.” 

“ How ? Which ? I doubt I do not understand.” 

‘‘ Indeed? Doth it not strike you as being pa.ssing strange that the 
land is not tilled with coui iers and jiroclaniations describing my person 
and making search for me? Is it no matter for commotion and dis- 
tre.'^s that the Head of the State is gone ?—that I am vanished away 
and lost ? ” 

“ hlo.st true, my King, I had forgot.” Then Hendon sighed, and 
muttercil to himself, “ Poor ruined mind—still bii.sy with its j'.atheiic 
dream.” 

“.But I have a plan that shall right us both—I will write a paper, 
in three tongues—Latin, Greek, and English—and thou shalt haste 
away with it to London in the morning. Give it to none hut my 
uncle, the Lord Hertford ; when he shall see it, he will know and say 
1 wrote it. Tlien he will send for me.” 

“ Might it not be best, my prince, that we wait, here, until I prove 
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myself and make my rights secure to my domains 7 I should be so 
much the better able then to-” 

The King interrupted him imperiously— 

“ Peace I What are thy paltry domains, thy trivial interests, con¬ 
trasted with matters whic 
concern the weal of a n 
lion and the integrity of 
throne ! ” Then he adde 
in a gentle voice, as if he 



“ OBEY, AND HAVE NO FJSAB. 


were sorry for his severity, “ Obey, and have no fear; I will right thee, 
I will make thee whole—^yes, more than whole. I shall remember, 
and requite.” 

So saying, he took the pen, and set himself to work. Ilendtvu 
contemplated him lovingly a while, then said to himself— 
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“ An’it were dark, I should think it was .a. king that spoke ; there’s 
no denying it, when the humour’s upon him he doth thunder and lighten 
like your true King—now where got he that trick ? See him scribble 
find scratch away contentedly at his meaningless pot-hooks,, fancying 
them to be Latin and Greek—and except my wit shall serve me with 
a lucky device for diverting him from his purpose, I shall be forced to 
pretend to post away to-morrow on this wild en-and he hath invented 
for me.” 

The next moment Sir Miles’s thoughts had gone back to the recent 
ej)isode. So absorbed was he in his musings, that when tlie King pre¬ 
sently handed him the paper which he had been tvriting, he received it 
and pocketed it withotit being conscious of the act. How marvel¬ 
lous strange she acted,” he muttered. “I think she knew me—and I 
think she did not know me. These opinions do conflict, I perceive it 
]>lainly ; I cannot reconcile them, neither can I, by argument, dismiss 
eitiier of the two, or even persuade one to outweigh the other. The 
matter standetli simply thus: she must have known my lace, my figure, 
my tmice, for how could it be otherwise ? yet she said she knew me 
not, and that is proof perfect, for she cannot lie. But stop—I think 
1 begin to see. Peradventure he hath influenced her—commanded 
her—compelled her, to lie. That is the solution! The riddle is 
unriddled. She seemed dead with fear—yes, she was under his com¬ 
pulsion. I will seek her; I tvill find her; now that he is away, she 
will speak her true mind. She will remember the old times when we 
were little playlellows together, and this will soften her heart, and slie 
will no more betray me, but will confess me. There is no treacherous 
blood in her—no, she was always honest and true. She has loved me, 
in those old days—this is my security ; for whom one has loved, one 
cannot betray.” 

lie stepj)ed eagerly toward the door; at that moment it opened, 
and the Lady Edith entered. She was vefy pale, but she walked with 
a firm step, and her carriage was full of grace and gentle dignity. 
] ler face was as sad as before. 

Miles s^jrang forward, with a happy confidence, to meet her, but 
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she checked him with a hardly perceptible gesture, and he stopped 
where he was. She seated hei-self, and asked him to do likewise. 
Thus simply did she take the sense of old-comradeship out of him, and 
transform him into a stranger and a guest. The surprise of it, the 
bewildering unexpectedness of it, made him begin to question, for a 
moment, if he was the person he was pretending to be, after all. The 
Lady Edith said— 

Sir, I have come to warn you. The mad cannot be persuaded 
out of their delusions, perchance; but doubtless they may be per¬ 
suaded to avoid perils. 1 think this dream of yours hath the seeming 
of honest truth to you, and therefore is not criminal—but do not 
tarry liere with it; t()r here it is dangerous.” SIjo looked steadily into 
Miles’s face a moment, then added, impressively, *• It is the more 
dangeroris for that you are much like what our lost lad must havc^ 
grown to be if he h.ad lived.” 

“ Heavens, madam, but 1 am be! ” 

“ I truly think you think it, sir. I question not your honesty in 
tliat—1 but warn you, that is all. My husband is ma.ster in lliis 
region ; bis power luith hardly any limit; the people prosper or starve, 
an bo wills. If you resembled not the man whom you profess to he, 
jmy husband might hid you pleasure yourself with your dream in 
'jwiacc; but tru.st mo, I know him well, 1 know what he will do; ho 
will say to all that you .are but a mad' impostor, and straightway all 
will eclio him.” She bent upon Miles that same steady look once 
more, and added : “ If you were Miles Hendon, and be knew it and all 
the region knew it—consider wliat I am saying, weigh it well—you 
would stand in the same peril, your punishment would be no less sure; 
he would deny you and denounce you, and none would be bold enough 
to give jou countenance.” 

“ Most truly I believe it,” said Miles, bitterly. “ The power that 
can command one life-long friend to betray and disowm another, and 
be obeyed, may well look to be obeyed in quarters where bread and 
life are on the stake and no cobweb ties of loyalty and honour are 
concerned.” 
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A faint tinge appeared for a moment in the lady’s cheek, and she 
dropped her eyes to the floor; but her voice betrayed no emotion 
when she proceeded— 

“ I have warned you, I must still warn you, to go hence. This 

man will destroy ycu, else. 
He is a tyrant who knows 
pity. I, who am his fett^P 
slave, know this. Poor Mi]l| 
— and Arthur, and my dear 
' ( guardian. Sir Richard, are free 

him, and at rest—better 


iwj 

m 


Vt'M 
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‘ AM 1 MILES /lENBOi? f 


that you were with them than tliat you bide here in the clutches of 
this miscreant. Your pretensions are a menace to his title and pos¬ 
sessions ; you have assaulted him in his own house—you are ruined 
if you stay. Go—do not hesitate. If you lack money, take this 
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purse, I beg of you, and bribe the servants to let you pass. Oh, be 
warned, poor soul, and escape while you may.” 

. Miles declined the purse with a gesture, and rose up and stood, 
before her. 

“ Grant me one thing,” he said. “ Let your eyes rest upon mine, 
so that I may see if they be steady. There—now answer me. Am I 
Miles Hendon ? ” 

“ No. I know you not.” 

“ Swear it! ” 

The answer was low, but distinct—■ 

“ I swear.” 

“ Oh, this passes belief! ” 

“ Fly t Why will you waste the precious time ? Fly, and save 
yourself.” 

At that moment the ofBcers burst into the room and a violon.t 
struggle began; but Hendon was soon overpowered and dragged away. 
The King was taken, also, and botli were l>ound, and led to prison. 
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IN I’lllSON. 

The cells were all crowded ; so the two friends were chained in a 
large room where persons charged with trifling offences were commonly 
^ I’pt. They had company, for there were some twenty manacled and 
fettered prisoners here, of both sexes and of var)’ing ages,—an obscene 
and noisy gang. The King chafed bitterly oTcr the stupendous indig¬ 
nity thus put upon his royalty, but Hendon tvas moody and taciturn. 
He Av.'is pretty thoroughly bewildered. He had come home, a jubilant 
jirodigal, expecting to find everybody wild ■with joy over his return ; 
and instead had got the cold shoulder and a jail. The promise and the 
fulfilment differed so widely, that the effect was stimning; he could 
not decide whether it was most tragic or most grotesque. He felt 
much as a man might who had danced blithely out to enjhy a rainbow, 
and got struck by lightning. 

But gradually his confused and tormenting thoughts settled down 
into some sort of order, and then his mind centred itself upon Edith. 
He turned her conduct over, and examined it in all lights, but he could 
not make anything satisfactory out of it. Did she know him?—or 
didn't she know him ? It was a perplexing puzzle, and occupied him a 
long time; but he ended, finally, with the conviction that she did know 
him, and had repudiated him for interested reasons. He wanted to 
load her name with curses now; but tliis name had so long been sacred 
to him that he found he could not bring his tongue to profane it. 
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Wrapped in prison blankets of a soiled and tattered condition, 
ITendon and the King passed a troubled night. For a bi ibe the jailer 
had furnished liquor to some of the prisoners; singing of ribald songs, 
fighting, shouting, and carousing, was the natural consequence. Atlast, a 
while after midnight, a man attacked a woman and nearly killed her by 
boating her over the head with his manacles before the jailer could 
come to the rescue. The jailer restored peace by giving the man a 
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sound clubbing about the head and shouldeis—then the caiou‘<ing 
ceased; and after that, all had an opportunity to sleep who did not 
mind the annoyance of the meanings and groanings of the two wounded 
people. 

During the ensuing week, the days and nights were of a monoto¬ 
nous sameness, as to events; men whose faces Hendon remembered 
more or less distinctly, came, by day, to gaze at the “ impostor ” and 
repudiate and insult him;* and by nigbt the carousing and brawling 
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went on, with symmetricHl regularity. However, tliere was a change of 
ncident at last. The jailer brought in an old man, and said to him— 
“ The villain is in this room—cast thy old eyes about and see || 
ihou canst say which is he.” 

Hendon glanced up, and experienced a pleasant sensation for the 
irst time since he had been in the jail. He said to himself, “ This is 
Blake Andrews, a servant all his life in my father’s family—a good 
lionest soul, with a right heart in his breast. That is, formerly. But 
none are true, now; all are liars. This man will know me—and will 
deny me, too, like the rest.” 

The old man gazed around the room, glanced at each face in. turn, 
and finally said— 

“ I see none here but paltry knaves, scum o’ the streets. Which 
is he?” 

The jailer laughed. 

“ Here,” he said; “ scan this big animal, and grant me an opinion.” 
The old man approached, and looked Hendon over, long and ear-, 
ncstly, then shook hi.s head and said— 

“ Marry, t/ti$ is no Hendon—nor ever was! ” 

“ Bight! Thy old eyes are sound yet. An’ I were Sir Hugh, I 

would take the shabby carle and-” 

The jailer finished by lifting himself artip-toe wittf'tyj imaginary 
halter, at the same time making a gurgling noise in his throat sugges¬ 
tive of suffocation. The old man said, vindictively— ■' 

“ Let him bless God an’ he fare no worse. An’ I had the handling 
o’ tlie villain he should roast, or I am no true man 1 ” 

The jailer laughed a pleasant hyena laugh, and said— 

“ Give him a piece of thy mind, old man—they all do it. Thou’lt 
find it good diversion.” 

Then he sauntered toward his ante-room and disappeared. The old 
man dropped upon his knees and whispered— 

“ God be thanked, thou’rt come again, my master 1 I believed thou 
wert dead these seven years, and lo, here thou art alive 1 I knew -thee 
the moment I saw thee; and main hard wprk it was to keep a stony 
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' “ No,” said Hendon; “ thou shalt not. It would ruin thee, and yet 
help but little in my cause. But I thank thee; for thou hast given 
me back somewhat of my lost faith,in my kind.” 

The old servant became very valuable to Hendon and the King; for 
h« dr^opped in several times a day to “ abuse ” the former, and always 
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smuggled in a few delicacies to help out the prison bill of fare; he also 
furnished the current news. Hendon reserved the dainties for the 
.King; without them his Majesty might not have survived, for he was 
not able to eat the coarse and wretched food provided by the jailer. 
Andrews was obliged to confine himself to brief visits, in order to avoid 
suspicion; but he managed to impart affair degree of information each 
liino—information delivered in a low voice, for Hendon’s benefit, and 
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interlarded with insulting epithets delivered in a louder voice, for the 
l)enefit of other hearera. 

So, little by little, the story of the family came out. Arthur had 
been dead six years. This loss, with the absence of news from Hendon, 
impaired the father’s health ; he believed he was going to die, and ho 
w'ished to see Hugh and Edith settled ,in life before he passed away; 
but Edith begged hard for delay, hoping for Miles’s return ; then the 
^ letter came which brought the news of Miles’s death; the shock pros- 
itratcd Sir Richard; he believed his end was very near, and he and 
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Hogb ia«Bted upon the marriage; Edith begged fot tod obtained a 
mtiitit's respite; then another, and finally a third; the marriage thenj 
took place, by the death-bed of Sir Richard. It had not proved a 
happy one. It was whispered about the country that shortly after 
the nuptials the bride found among her husband's papers several rough 
and incomplete drafts of the &tal letter, and had accused him of pre¬ 
cipitating the marriage—and Sir Richard’s death, too—by a wicked 
forgery. Tales of cruelty to the Lady Edith and the servants were to 
be heard on all hands; and since the father’s death Sir Hugli had* 
thrown off all soft disguises and become a pitiless master toward all 
who in any way depended upon him and his domains for bread. 

• I’here was a bit of Andrews’s gossip which the King listened t(' 
with a lively interest— 

“ There is rumour th.it the King is mad. But in charity forbear 
to say 1 mentioned it, for ’tls death to speak of it, they say.” 

His Majesty glared at the old man and said—. 

“ The King is mt mad, good man—and thou’lt find it to thy 
advantage to busy thyself with matters that nearer concern thee than 
this seditious prattle.” 

“ What doth the lad mean ? ” said Andrews, surprised at this brisk 
assault from such an unexpected quarter. Hendon gave him a sign, 
and he did not pursue his question, but went on with his budget— 

“The late King is to be buried at Windsor in a day or two-— 
the 16th of the month,—and the new King will be crowned at West¬ 
minster the 20th.” 

“Methinks they must needs find him first,” muttered his Ma¬ 
jesty ; then added, confidently," but they will look to that—and so also , 
shall I.” 

“ In the name of-” 

But the old man got no further—a warning sign from Hendoi,'ri 
checked his remark. He resumed the thread of his gossip— 

“ Sir Hugh goeth to the coronation—and with grand hopes. • He 
confidently looketh to come back a peer, for he is high in favour with 
the liord Protector.” 
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“ What Lord Protector ? ” asked his Majesty. 

“ His grace the Duke of Somerset.” 

“ What Duke of Somerset ? ” ^ 

“ Marry, there is but one—Seymour, Earl of Hertford/’^ 

The King asked, sharply— 

“ Since when is he a duke, and Lord Protector ? ” 

“ Since the last day of January.” ' 



‘‘ And prithee who made him so ? ” . 

“ Himself and the Great Council—with help ot the King.” 

His Majesty started violently. “ The King ! ” he cried. “ Whttt 
king, good sir 7”'’ 

“ What king, indeed 1 (God-a-mercy, what aileth the boy 7) Sith 
we have but one, ’tis not difficult to answer—his most sg^pred Majee^ 
King Edward the Sixth—whom God pi^erve ! Yea, and a dear mwj 
gracious little urchin is he, too; and whether he be mad er 
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they B8J be tnendeth daily—^his praises are on all m^n’f lips ; and all 
hl^ bim, likewise, and offer prayers that he may be spared to reign 
long in England; for he b^^an humanely, with saving the old Duke of 
Norfolk’s life, and now is he bent on destroying the cruellest of the 
laws that harry and oppress the people.” 

• This news struck bis Majesty dumb with amazement, and plunged 
him into so deep and dismal a reverie that he heard no more of the old 
man’s gossip. He wondered if the “ little urchin ” was the beggar-boy 
whom he left diessed in his own garments in the palace. It did not 
\eem possible that this could be, for surely his manners and speech 
.'ould betray him if he pretended to be the Prince of Wales—then 
e tvould be driven out, and search made for the true prince. Could 
t be that the Court had set uji some sprig of the nobility in his place ^ 
for his uncle would not allow that—he was all-powerful and could 
and would crush such a movement, of course. The boy’s muMnga 
profited him nothing; the more he tried to unriddle the m} stery the 
more perplexed he became, the more his head ached, and the wor'-e he 
slept. His impatience to get to London grow hourly, and his captivity 
became almost unendurable. 

Hendon’s arts all failed with the King'—lie could not be edmforted ; 
but a couple of women who were chaii^ pear him succeeded better. 
Hnder their gentle ministrations he fo®a peace and learned a degree 
f patience. He was very grateful, and came to love them dearly and 
delight in the sweet and soothing influence of their presence. He 
Risked them why they were in prison, and when they said they were 
Japtists, he smiled, and inquired— 

“ Is that a crime to be shut up for, in a prison Now I grieve, for 
I shall lose ye—they will not keep ye long for such a little thing.” 

They did not answer; and something in their faces made him 
uneasy. He said, eagerly— 

“ You do not speak—be good to me, and tell me—^“there will be no 
Other punishment? Prithee tell me there is no fear of tliait.” 

They tried to change the topic, but his fears were aroused, and he 

rtwlwiffli it— 





“Will l^iey thee? No, no, they would* not hfy 

Say they would’kot; Come, tb^ w*Y/ not, will they ? '* 



The women betrayed confusion and distress, 'but there was no 
avoiding an answer, so one of them said, in a voice choked with 
emotion— 

“ Oh, thou’lt break our hearts, thou gentle spirit!—^God will help us 
to bear our—:—” 

“ It is a confession 1 ’’ the King broke in. “ Then they tin'll scourge 
thee, the stcny-hearted wretches! But oh, thou must not weep, I can¬ 
not bear it. Keep up thy courage—I shall come to my own in time 
to save thee from this bitter thing, and I will do it! ” 

’i\'hen the King awoke in the morning, the women were gone. 

“ They are saved ! ” he said, jo 3 Tu!Iy; then added, despoUdentty,. 
“ but woe is me !—for they were my comforters.” 

Each of them had left a shred of ribbon pinned to his clothing, in 
token of remembrance. He said he would keep these things'always; 
jijid that soon he would seek out these dear good friend.s of his and 
take them under his protection. 

Jr.st then the jailer came in with some suV)prdinate8 and com¬ 
manded that the prisoners be conducted to the jail-yard. The 
King was overjoyed—it would be a blessed thing to see the blue 
sky and breathe the fresh air once more. He fretted and chafed at 
tlio slowness of the officers, but his turn came at last, and he was 
released from his staple and ordered to follow the other prisoners, with 
Hendon. 

The court or quadrangle was stone-paved, and open to the sky. 
The prisoners entered it through a massive archway of masonry, and 
were placed in file, standing, with their backs against the wall. A 
rope was stretched in front of them, and they were also guarded by 
their officers. It was a chill and lowering morning, and a light snow 
ivhich had fallen during the night whitened the great empty spaed 
and added to the general disraalness of its aspect. Now and then a 
wintry find shivered through the place and sent the snow eddying 
hither ahd thither. 


X 2 
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I& the centre of the court stood two women, chained to posts. A 
glance showed the King that these were his good fripnds. He shud¬ 
dered, and said to himself, “ Alack, they are not gone free, as I had 
thought. To think that such as these should know the lash 1—in' 
England! Ay, there’s the shame of it—^not in Heathenesse, but 

Christian England! They 
will be scourged ; and I, 
whom they have comfor¬ 
ted and kindly entreated, 
must look on and see the 
great wrong done; it is 
strange, so- strange ! that 
I, the very source of power 
in this broad realm, am 
helpless to protect them. 
But let these miscreants 
look well to ;theniselves, 
for there is a day coming 
when I will require of 
them a heavy reckoning 
for this work. For every 
blow they strike now, they 
shall feel a hundred 
then.” 

A great gate swung 
open, and a crowd of 
citizens poured in. They 

‘TWO weXijsN cBAtNKo TO POSTS.” flockcd arouod the two 

women, and hid ;ftiem 
troJJathe King’s view. A clergyman entered and passed thrpugh the 
crowd, and he also was hidden. The King now hewd talking, back and 
ioJfth, as if*(|jieation8 were bang asked and answered, but he could not 
make out what was said. Kext there was a deal !{^f bustle and 
jprepi^^oQ, and mucdi .passing repassing of officUlb tiit^gh that 
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jjai-t of the <irov<i that stood on the fttrthrar side of the Wom^hi' 
whilst this proceed^ a deep hush gradually fell upon (he people. 

Now, by comhiand, the masses parted and fell aside, and the San^ 
saw a spectacle that froze the marroW in his bones. Faggots had 
been piled about the two women, and a kneeKflg man was lighting 
them! 

The women bowed their heads, and covered their faces with their 
hands; the yellow flames began to climb upward among the snapping 
and crackling faggots, and wreaths of blue smoke to stream away oa'^ 
the Wind; the clergyman lifted his hands and began a prayer—jufet> 
then two young girls came flying through the great gate, utteridg 
piercing screams, and threw themselves upon the women at the stitice. 
Instantly they were torn away by the officers, and one of them ^aS 
kept in a tight grip, but the other broke loose, saying she would daft 
with her mother j and before she could be stopped she had flungher 
anas about her mother’s nock again. She w'as torn away once more, 
and with ISier gown on fire. Two or three men held. her, and the 
burning portion of her gown was snatched off and thrown flaming 
aside, she struggling all the while to free herself, and saying slie W'ould 
be alone in the world, now; and begging to be allowed to die with' 
her mother. Both the girls screamed continually, and fought for 
freedom; but suddenly this tumult was drowned under a volley of 
heart-piercing shrieks of mortal agony,—the King glanced from .(she 
frantic girls to the stake, then turned away and leaned his ashen fide 
against the wall, and looked no more. He said, “That which I havjs 
seen, in that one little moment, will never go out from my memory, 
but will abide there; and I shall see it all the days, and dream of it 
all the nights, fill I die. Would God I had been blind I ” 

Hendon was watching the King. He said to himself, with satit^-* 
tion, “ His disorder mendeth ; he hath changed, and groweth gentier: 
If he had followed his wont, he would have stormed at these ;varte(;^^ 
and said he was King, and commanded that the women be turned Idiia' 
unscathed. §oon his delusion will pass away and be forgotten, and 
his poof mind will be whole again. God speed the day 1 ” 
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That Btme day several prisoners were brought in to remain over 
night, who were being conveyed, under guard, to various places in the 
kingdom, to undergo punishment for crimes committed. The King 
conversed with these,—he had made it a point, from the beginning, to 



“torn away by thb ovficbbs.” 


instruct himself for the kingly office by questioning prisoners whenever 
the opportunity offered—and the tale of their woes wrung his heart. 
One of them was a poor half-witted woman who had stolen a yard or 
two ot doth from a weaver—she was to be hanged for it. Another 
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was a man wlio had been accused of stealing a horse; he said the proof 
had failed, and he had imagined that he was safe from the halter; but 
no—he was hardly free before he was arraigned for killing a deer in 
the King’s park ; this was proved against him, and now he was on his 
way to the gallows. There 
was a tradesman’s appren¬ 
tice whose case particularly 
distressed the King 5 this 
youth said he found a 
hav/k, one evening, that 
had escaped from its owner, 
and he took it home with 
him, imagining himself en¬ 
titled to it; but the court 
convicted him of stealing 
it, and sentenced him to 
death. 

The King was furious 
over those inhumanities, 
and wanted Hendon to 
break jail and fly with him 
to Westminster, so that he 
could mount his throne 
and hold out his scejitre 
in mercy over these un- 
Ibrtunate people and save 
their lives. “ Poor child,” 
sighed Hendon, “ these 
woful tales have brought his malady upon him again—alack, but for 
this evil hap, he would have been well in a little time.” 

Among these prisoners was an old lawyer—a man witlf a stropg 
face and a dauntless mien. Three years past, he had written a pam¬ 
phlet against the Lord Chancellor, accusing him of injustice, and had 
been punished for it by the loss of his ears in the pillory, and degrada- 
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tion from the bar, and in addition had been fined 3,000/. aad sentenced 
to imprisonment for life. Lately he had repeated his offence; and in 
oi^psequence was now tinder sentence to lose ivlM remained of Ms ears^ 
pay a fine of 5,000/., be branded on both cheeks, and remain in prison 
for life. 

“ These be honourable scars,” he said, and turned back his grey 
hair and showed the mutilated stubs of what had once been his ears. 

The King’s eye burned with passion. He said— 

None believe in me—neither wilt thou. But no matter—within 
the compass of a month thou shalt be free; and more, the laws that 
hayfe dishonoured thee, and shamed the English name, shall be swept 
from the statute books. The world is made wrong; kings should go 
to school to their own laws, at times, and so le.'irn mercy.” > 

See Notes to Chapter XXVII., at end of volume. 
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THE SACniFICE. 

Meantime Miles was growing sufficiently tired of confinement and, 
inaction. But now his trial came on, to Lis great gratification, and he 
thought he could welcome any sentence provided a further imprison¬ 
ment should not be a part of it. But he was mistaken about that. He 
was in a fine fury when he found himself described as a sturdy vaga¬ 
bond ” and sentenced to sit two hours in the pillory for bearing that 
character and for assaultii g the master of Hendon Hall. His preten¬ 
sions as to brothership wku his prosecutor, and rightful heirship to the 
Hendon honours and esta.es, were left contemptuously unnoticed, as 
being not even worth -examination. 

He raged and threatened, on his way to punishment, but it did no 
good ; he was snatche 1 roughly along by the officers, and got an occa¬ 
sional cuff, besides, for his irreverent conduct. 

The King could not pierce through the rabble that swarmed behind ; 
so he was obliged to folhuv in tlie rear, remote from his good friend 
and servant. The King had been nearly condemned to the stocks 
himself for being in such bad company, but had been let off with a 
lecture and a warning, in consideration of his youth. When the crowd 
at last halted, he flitted feverishly from point to point around its outer 
rim, hunting a place to get through ; and at last, after a deal of diffi¬ 
culty and delay, succeeded. There sat his poor henchman in the 
degrading stocks, the sport and butt oi a dirty mob—he, the body 
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serrjiiit of the King of England I Edward had heard the sentence 
pf6*io«noed, but he had not realised the half that it meant. His anger 
ji^n to rise as the sense of this new indignity which had been put 
upon him sank home; it jumped to summer heat, the next moment, 
when he saw an egg sail through the air and crush itself against 
Hendon’s cheek, and heard the crowd roar its enjoy^^ent of the episode. 







THE SACHIFICE. 


317' 


what, to Ijhat I am well inclined.” He turned to a subordinate and 
said, “ Give the little fool a taste or two of the lash, to mend hla 
manners.” 

“Half a dozen will better serve his turn,” suggested Sir Hugh, 
who had ridder up, a moment before, to take a passing glance at the 
proceedings. 

The King was seized. He did not even struggle, so paralysed was 
he with the mere thought of the monstrous outrage that was proposed 
to be inflicted upon his sacred person. History was already defiled 
with the record of the scourging of an English King with whips—it 
was an intolerable reflection that he must furnish a duplicate of that 
hbameful page. He was in the toihs, there was no help for him: he' 
must either take this pimishment or beg for its remission. Hard 
conditions; he would take the stripes—a king might do that, but a 
king could not beg. 

But meantime. Miles Hendon was resolving the difficulty. “Let 
the child go,” said he; “ ye heartless dogs, do yc not see how young 
and frail he is? Let him go—I will take his lashes.” 

“ Marry, a good thought,—and thanks for it,” said Sir Hugh, bis 
face lighting with a sardonic satisfaction. “ Let tlie little beggar go, 
and give this fellow a dozen in his place—an honest dozen, well laid 
on.” The King was in the act of entering a fierce protest, but Sir 
Hugh silenced him with the potent remark, “Yes, speak up, do, and 
free thy mind—only, mark ye, that for each word you utter he shall 
get six strokes the more.” 

Hendon was removed from the stocks, and his back laid bare; and 
whilst the lash was applied the poor little King turned away his face 
and allowed unroyal tears to channel his cheeks unchecked. “ Ah, 
brave good heart,” he said to himself, “this loyal deed shall never 
perish out of my memory. I will not forget it—and neither shall 
they I ” he added, with passion. Whilst he mused, his appreciation of 
Hendon’s magnanimous conduct grew to greater and still greater dimen* 
sions in his mind, and so also did his gratefulness for it. Presently he 
said to himse’f, “ Who eaves his prince from wounds and possible 
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deatt—and this he did for me—perljif s high service; but it is little 
is nothing!—oh, less than nothing !—when ’tis weighed against 
the act of him who saves his prince from shame ! ” 

Hendon made no outcry under the scourge, but bore the heavy • 



blows with soldierly fortitude. This, together with his redeeming the 
boy by taking his stripes for him, compelled the respect of even that 
forlorn and degraded mob that was gathered there ; and its gibes and 
bootings died away, and no sound remained but the sound of the felling 
bli^s. >; The stillness that pervaded the place, when Hendon found him- 
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Nclf once more in the stochs, tC* r A strong contrast with the insulting 
clamour which had prevailed there so little a while before. The 
King came Softly to Hendon’s side, and whispered in his ear— 

“ Kings cannot ennoble thee, thou good, great soul, for One''who is 
higher than kings hath done that for thee; but a king can confirm thy 
nobility to men.” He picked up the scourge from the ground, touched 
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•*» “f* 

([|>eotre>kBight of tbe Kingdom of Dreams and Sbaddws is becotA 
i^^i^tre^earl! —a dia*y flight for a callo w wing 1 An’ this go on A 
dhail presently be hung like a very may-pole with fantastic gauds aS 
make'beliOve honours But I shall value them, all valueless as thV 
are, foyjthe love that doth bestow them. Better tl.ese poor mo® 
dignities of mine, that come unasked, from a clean hand and a right, 
spirit, than real ones bought by servility from grudging and interested 
power.” 

The dreaded Sir Hugh wheeled his hor^ about, and as he spuned 
away, the living wall divided silently to let him pass, and as silently 
closed together again. And so remained; nobody went so fat a-j to 
venture a remark in-favour of the prisoner, or in compliment to him , 
but no matter, the absence of abuse was a sufiicient homage ip itsi If 
A late comer who was not posted as to the jiresent circumstances, and 
who delivered a sneer at the “ impostor,” and was in the act of iol- 
loAving it with a dead cat, was promptly knocked down and 1 k ked 
out, without any word®, and then the deep quiet resumed sway ohk 
imore. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

TO LONDON. 

When Hendon’s term of service in the stocks was finished, he was 
released and ordered to quit the region and come back no more. His 
sword was restored to him, and also his mule and his donkey. He 
mounted and rode oflf, followed by the King, the crowd opening with 
quiet respectfulness to let them pass, and then dispersing when they 
were gone. 

Hendon was soon absorbed in thought. There were questions of 
high import to be answered. What should he do? Whither should 
he go ? Powerful help must be found, somewhere, or he must relin¬ 
quish his inheritance and remain under the imputation of being an 
impostor besides. Where could he hope to find this powerful help ? 
Where, indeed! It was a knotty question. By and by a thought 
occurred to him which pointed to a possibility—the slenderest of 
slender possibilities, certainly, but still worth considering, for lack of 
any other that promised anything at all. He remembered what old 
Andrews had said about the young King’s goodness and his generous 
championship of the wronged and unfortunate. Why not go and try 
to get .speech of him and beg for justice ? Ah, yes, but could so fan¬ 
tastic a pauper get admission to the august presence of a monarch ? 
Never mind-—let that matter take care of itself; it was a bridge fiat 
would not need to be crossed till he should come to it. He was an 
old campaigner, and used to inventing sliifts and expedients: no doubt 
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lie ’ftmM be able to find a way. Yes, be would strike fc* the capital. 
IlCaj^e his father’s old friend Sir Humphiey Marlow would help him— 
** good «ld Sir Humphrey, Head Lieutenant of the late King’s kitchen, 
or stables, or something ”—Miles could not remember just what or which. 

Now "that he had 
something to turn 
his energies to, a 

/ ' s" '\ distinctly defined 

/ -'// \ object to accom- 

\ plish, the fog of 

^ \ humiliation and de- 



"HEJiOON MOUMM) Al.i> ItODE OiE WITH THK KINO. 

pression Irhich bad settled down upon bis spirits lifted and blew away, 
an# fee raised his head and looked about him. He was surprised to 
Hefe how far he had come; the village was away behind him. !l?he King 
ttns jogfing along in his wake, with his head bowesij for he, too, was 
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deep in plans and thinkings. A sorrowful misgiving clouded Hendon’s 
new-born cheerfulness: would the boy be willing to go again to a dty 
where, during all his brief life, he had never known anythjnjjjbut ill- 
tisage and pinching want ? But the question must be asked; it cotdd 
not be avoided; so Hendon reined up, and called out— 



‘•IN TriJ2 Ob' A JAM OF HOWLING PM)l*LE. 


“ I had forgotten to inquire w’hitber we are bound. Thy commands, 
my liege! ” 

« To London! ” 

Hendon moved on again, mightily contented with the answer—^but 
astoundel at it, too. 


The whole jotuftiey was made without an adventure of importance. 
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Rut it ended with one. About ten o’clock on the night of the 19th of 
February, they stepped upon London Bridge, in the midst of a writh¬ 
ing; struggling jam of howling and hurrahing people, whose beer-jolly 
faces stood out strongly in the glare from manifold torches—and at that 
instant th^ decaying head of some former duke or other grandee tumbled 
down between them, striking Hendon on the elbow and then bounding 
off ',l|mong the hurrying confusion of feet. So evanescent and unstable 
are men’s works, in this world!—the late good King is but three weeks 
dead and three days in his grave, and already the adornments which 
be took such pains to select from prominent people for his noble bridge 
are falling. A citizen stumbled over that head, and drove his own 
head into the back of somebody in front of him, who turned and 
knocked down the first person that came handy, and was promptly laid 
tait himself by that person’s friend. It was the right ripe time for a 
free fight, for the festivities of the morrow—Coronation Day—were 
already beginning; everybody was full of strong drink and patriotism; 
within five minutes the free fight was occupying a good deal of ground; 
within ten or twelve it covered an acre or so, and was become a riot. 
By this time Hendon and the King were hopelessly separated from 
, each other and lost in tlie rush and turmoil of the roaring masses of 
humanity. And so we leave them. 
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CHAPTER XXX. 
tom’s pbogress. 

Whilst the true King wandered about the land poorly clad, poorly fed, 
cuffed and derided by tramps one while, herding with thieves and mur¬ 
derers in a jail another, and called idiot and impostor by all impartiid^, 
the mock King Tom Canty enjoyed quite a different experience. 

When we saw him last, royalty was just beginning to have a bright 
side for him. Tliis bright side went on brightening more and morie 
every day: in a very little while it was become almost all sunshine 
and delightfulness. He lost his fears; his misgivings faded out aUd 
di@d; his embarrassments departed, and gave place to an easy andcon- 
fident bearing. He worked the whij>ping-boy mine to ever-increasing 
profit. 

He ordered my Lady Elizabeth and my Lady Jane Grey into; his 
presence when he wanted to play or talk, and dismissed them when he 
was done with them, with the air of one familiarly accustomed to such 
performances. It no longer confused him to have these lofty personages 
kiss his hand at parting. 

He came to enjoy being conducted to bed in state at night, and 
dressed with intricate and solemn ceremony in the morning. It came 
to be a proud pleasure to march to dinner attended by a glittering pro¬ 
cession of of&oersof state and-gentlemen-at-arms; insomuch, indeed, 
that he doubled his guard gentlemen-at-arms, and made them a 
hundred. He liked to hear the bugles sounding down the long corri¬ 
dors, and the distant TOices responding, “Way for the King! ’’ 




He enjoyed his splendid dothes, and ordered more: he found his 
four hundred servants too few for his proper grandeur, and trebled 
them. The adulation of salaaming courtiers came to be sweet music 
to his ears. He remained kind and gentle, and a sturdy and deter¬ 
mined champion of all that were oppressed, and he made tireless war 
upon unjust laws: yet upon occasion, being offended, he could turn 
upon an earl, or even a duke, and give him a look that would make 
him tremble. Once, when his royal “ sister,” the grimly holy Lady 
Many, set herself to reason with him against the wisdom of his course 
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in p^doning so many people ^bo would otherwise be jailed, or banged, 
or burned, and reminded him that their august late father’s prisonh had 
sometimes contained as high as sixty thousand convicts at one time, 
and that during his admirable reign he had delivered seventy-two thou¬ 
sand thieves and robbers over to death by the executioner,* the boy was 











a38 TOM’S PROGRESS. 

Yes; royal days and nights were preity well sprinkled yrith 

paldfut (honghts about the lost prince, afd with sincere longings for 
his return, and happy restoration to his native rights and splendours. 
But as time wore on, and the prince did not come, Tom’s mind became 
more and more occupied with his new and enchanting experiences, and 
by:,little and little the vanished monarch faded almost out of his 
thoughts; and finally, when he did intrude upon them at intervals, 
he was become an unwelcome spectre, for he made Tom feel guilty and 
ashamed. 

Tom’s poor mother and sisters travelled the same road out of his 
mind. At first “he pined for them, sorrowed for them, longed to see 
them, but later, the thought of their coming some day in their rags 
and dirt, and betraying him with their kisses, and pulling him down 
from his lofty place, and dragging him back to penury and degradation 
and the slums, made him shudder. At last they ceased to trouble his 
thoughts almost wholly. And he was content, even glad ; for, when¬ 
ever their mournful and accusing faces did rise before him now, they 
made him feel more despicable than the worms that crawl. 

At midnight of the 19th of February, Tom Canty was sinking to 
sleep in his rich bed in the palace, guarded by bis loyal vassals, and 
surrounded by the pomps of royalty, a happy boy; for to-morrow 
was the day appointed for his solemn crowning as King of England. 
At that same hour, Edward, the true king, hungry and thirsty, soiled 
||;nd draggled, worn with travel, and clothed in rags and shreds,—his 
sbhre of the results of the riot,—was wedged in among a crowd of 
people who were watching with deep interest certain hurrying gangs 
of workmen who streamed in and out of Westminster Abbey, busy as 
ants: they were making the last preparation for the royal coronation. 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 

THE RECOGNITION PROCESSION. 


When Tom Canty awoke the next morning, the air was'heavy with a 
thunderous murmur: all the distances were charged with it. It was 

music to him ; for it meant that the 
English world was out in its strength 
to give loyal welcome to the great day. 

Presently Tom found himself 
once more the chief figure in a won¬ 
derful floating pageant on the Thames; 
for by ancient custom the “recognition 

through 



■fHE STABT FO. THE TOWBK. 


London must start 
from the Tower, 
and he was bouiid 
thither. 
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WTieo be artived there, the sides of the veLerable fortress seemes 
auddraily rent in a thousand places, and from every rent leaped a red 
toUgue of flame and a white gu^ of smoke; a deafening explosion 
followed, which drowned the shoutings of the multitude, and made the 
ground tremble; the flame-jets, the smoke, and the explosions, were 
repeated over and over again with marvellous celerity, so that in a few 
tnoments the old Tower disappeared in the vast fog of its own smoke, 
all but the very top of the tall pile called the White Tower; this, with 
its banners, stood out above the dense ban^ of vapour as a mountain- 
peak projects above a cloud-rack, 

Tom Canty, splendidly arrayed, mounted a prancing war-steed, 
whose rich trappings almost reached to the ground; his “ uncle,” the 
Lord Protector Somerset, similarly mounted, took place in his rear; 
the Hing's Guard formed in single ranks on either sid«, clad in bur¬ 
nished armour; after the Protector followed a seemingly interminable 
procession of resplendent nobles attended by their varsals; after those 
came the lord mayor and the aldermanic body, in crimson velvet robes, 
and with their gold chains across their breasts; and after these tlio 
officers dnd members of all the guilds of London, in rich raiment, and 
laearing the sliowy banners of the soveial corporations. Also in the 
procession,^ as a special guard of honour through the city, was the 
Ancient and Honourable Artillery Company,—an organisation already 
three hundred years old at that time, and the only military body in 
England possessing the privilege (which it still possesses in our day) 
of holding itself independent of tho commands of Parliament. It 
Was a brilliant spectacle, and was hailed with acclamations all along 
the line, as it took its stately way through the packed multitudes oi 
citizens. The chronicler says, “ The King, as he entered the city, was 
received by the people with prayers, welcomings, cries, and tender 
words, and all signs which argue an earnest love of subjects toward 
thehr sovereign ; and the King, by holding up his glad countenance to 
such as stood afar off, and most tender language to those that stood 
A%h his Grace, showed himself no less thankful to receive the people’s 
goodwill than they to offer it. To all that wished him well, he gave 
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thanks. To such as t'ade ‘ God save his Grace,’ he said in return, ‘ God 
save you all! ’, and added that ‘ he thanked them with all his heart.’ 
Wonderfully transported were the people with the loving answers 
and gestures of their King.” 

In Fenchurch Street a “lair 
child, in costly apparel,” stood on 
a stage to welcome his Majesty to 
the city. The last verse of his 
greeting was in these woWs :— 

“Woleomc, 0 King! asniudias licart.s 
can think; 

Welcome, again, as piuch .as longue 
can tell,— 

Welcome to joyotis tongues, and hearts 
that will pot shrink ; 

(hkI thee preserve, wo Jiray, ami wish 
the<^ ever well.” 

The people hurst forth in a 
g];i(l shout, repeating with one 
voice what the child had .said. 

Tom Canty gazed abroad over 
the surging sea of eager faces, and 
his heart swelled with exultation; 
and he felt that the one thing 
worth living for in this world was 
to be a king, and a nation’s idol. 

I’resently he caught sight, at a 
di.stance, of a couple of his ragged 
Otfal Court comrades,—one of 
them the lord high admiral in his 
late mimic court, the other the first lord of the bedchamber in the 
same pretentious fiction; and his pride swelled higher than ever. 
Oh, if they could only recognise him now ! What unspeakable glory 
it would be, if they could recognise him, and realise that the derided 
mock king of the slums and back alleys was become a real King, with 
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before the sign of ‘Vhe Eagle, the city had erected a gorgeous arch, 
beneath which was a stage, which stretched from one side of the street 
to the other. This was an historical pageant, representing the King’s 
immediate progenitors. There sat Elizabeth of York in the midst of 
an immense white rose, whose petals formed elaborate furbelows 
around her; by her side was Henry VII., issuing out of a vast red 
rose, disposed in the same manner: the hands of the royal pair were 
locked together, and the wedding-ring o.stentatiou8ly displayed. From 
the red and white roses proceeded a stem, which reached up to a 
second stage, occupied by Henry VHI., issuing from a red-and-white 
rose, with the effigy of the new King’s mother, Jane Seymour, repre¬ 
sented by his side. One branch sprang from this pair, which mounted 
to a third stage, where sat the effigy of Edward VI. himself, enthroned 
in royal majesty ; and the whole pageant was framed with wreaths of 
roses, red and white.” 

This quaint and gaudy spectacle so wrought upon the rejoicing 
people, that their acclamations utterly smothered the small voice of 
the child whose business it was to explain the thing in eulogistic 
rhymes. But Tom Canty was not sorry; for this loyal uproar was 
sweeter music to him than any poetry, no matter what its quality 
might be. Whithersoever Tom turned his happy young face, the 
people recognised the exactness of his effigy’s likeness to himself, the 
flesh and blood counterpart; and now whirlwinds of applause burst forth. 

The great pageant moved on, and still on, under one triumphal 
arch after another, and p.ist a bewildering succession of spectacular and 
symbolical tableaux, each of w'hich typified and exalted some virtue, or 
tiilerit, or merit, of the little King’s. “ Throughout the whole of Cheap, 
side, from every penthouse and window, hung banners and streamers; 
and the richest carpets, stuffs, and «loth-of-gold tapestried the streets, — 
specimens of the great wealth of the stores within ; and the splendour 
of this thoroughfare was equalled in the other streets, ttnd in some even 
surpassed.” 

“ And all these wonders and these marvels are to welcome me— 
me 1 ” murmured Tom Canty. 
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"SHK WAS AT HIS SIDK. 


'Wil point, just as he was raising his hand to fling 
another rich largess, he caught sight of a pale, 
astounded face, which was strained forward 
out of the second rank of the crowd, its intense 
- eyes riveted upon him. A sickening con¬ 

sternation struck through him ; he recognised his mother I and up 
flew his hand, palm outward, before his eyes,—that old involuntary 
gesture, bom of a forgotten episode, and perpetuated by habit. In 
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an instant more sh'vi had torn her way out of the press, and past the 
guards, and was at his side. She embraced his leg, she covered it with 
kisses, she cried, “ O my child, my darling! ” lifting toward him a 
face that was transfigured with joy and love. The same instant an 
officer of the King’s Guard snatched her away with a curse, and sent 
her reeling back whence she came with a vigorous impulse from his 
strong arm. The words “ I do not know you, woman ! ” were falling 
from Tom Canty’s lips when this piteous thing occurred; but it smote 
him to the heart to see her treated so; and as she turned for'^a last 
glimpse of him, whilst the crowd was swallowing her front his sight, 
she seemed so wounded, so broken-hearted, that a shame fell upon him 
which consumed his pride to ashes, and withered his stolen royalty. 
His grandeurs were stricken valueless : they seemed to fall away from 
him like rotten rags. 

The procession moved on, and still on, through ever augmenting 
splendours and ever augmenting tempests of welcome; but to Tom 
Canty they were as if they had not been. He neither siiw nor heard. 
Royalty had lost its grace and sweetness; its pomps were become a 
reproach. Remorse was eating his heart out. He said, “ Would God 
I were free of my captivity ! ” 

He had unconsciously dropped back into the phraseology'^l^he 
first days of his compulsory greatness. 

The shining pageant still went winding like a radiant and intermin¬ 
able serpent down the crooked lanes of the quaint old city, and through 
the huzzaing hosts; but still the King rode with bowed head and vacant- 
eves, seeing only his mother’s face and that wounded look in it. 

“ Largess, largess! ” The cry fell upon an unheeding ear. 

" Long live Edward of England! ” It seemed as if the earth 
shook with the explosion; but there was no response from the King. 
He heard it only as one hears the thunder of the surf when it is blown 
to the ear out of a gr*‘at distance, for it was smothered under another . 
sound which was still nearer, in his own breast, in his accu.sing con¬ 
science,—a voice which kept repeating those shameful words, “ I do not 
know you, woman ! ” 
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The words smote upon the King’s soul as the# strokes of a funeral 
bell smite upon the soul of a surviving friend, when they remind him 
of secret treacheries suffered at his hands by him that is gone. 

New glories were unfolded at every turning; new wonders, new 
marvels, sprung into view; the pent clamours of waiting batteries were 
released; new raptures poured from the throats of the waiting mul- 



‘•MY UEUE, )T IS AN 11.1, 'I'IMB I'OR DEK.VMINO.” 


titudes; but the 


King gave no 


sign, and the accusing voice that 


went moaning through his comfortless breast was all the sound he 
heard. 

By and by the gladness in the faces of the populace changed a 
little, and became touched witli a something like solicitude or anxiety: 
an abatement in the volume of the applause was observable too. The 
Lord Protector was quick to notice these tihings; he was as q]^c to 
detect the cause. He spurred to the King’s side, bent low in his saddle, 
uncovered, and said— 
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“ My Ikge, it istan ill time for dreaming. The people obsei've thy 
downcast head, thy clonded mien, and they take it for an omen. Be 
advised : unveil the sun of royalty, and let it shine upon these boding 
vapours, and disperse them. Lift up thy face, and smile upon the 
people.” 




‘‘SHK WAS MY MOTHEK.” 

So saying, the Duke scattered a handful ot 
coins to right and left, then retired to his place. 

The mock King did mechanically as he had been 
bidden. Ilis smile had no heart in it, but few 
eyes were near enough or sharp enough to detect 
that. The noddings of his plumed head as he 
saluted his subjects werefull of grace and gracious¬ 
ness; the largess which he delivered from his 
hand was royally liberal: so the people’s anxiety 
vanished, and the acclamations burst forth again in as mighty a 
volume as before. 

•btill once more, a little before the progress was ended, the Duke was 
obl^ed to ride forward, and make remonstrance. He whispered— 

“ 0 dread sovereign ! sliake off these fatal humours; the eyes of the 
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world are upon thee.” Then he added with Bhar.p annoyance, “ Per¬ 
dition catch that crazy pauper! ’twas she that hath disturbed your 
Highness.” 

The gorgeous figure turned a lustreless eye upon the Duke, and said 
in a dead voice— 

“ She was my mother ! ” 

“ My God ! ” groaned the Protector as he reined his horse back¬ 
ward to his post, “ the omen was pregnant with prophecy. He is gone 
mad again ! ” 






















































c] I AFTER XXXII. 


CORONATION DAY, 

Let us go backward a few hours, and place ourselves in Westminster 
Abbey, at four o'clock in the morning of this memorable Coronation 
Day. We are not without conijiany; for although it is still night, 
we find the torch-lighted galleries already filling up with people who 
are well content to sit still and wait seven or eight hours till the time 
shall come for them to see what they may not hope to see twice in 
their lives—the coronation of a King. Yes, London and Westminster 
have been astir ever since the warning guns boomed at three o’clock, 
and already crowds of untitled rich folk who have bought the privilege 
<j1' trying to find sitting-room in the galleries are flocking in at the 
entrances reserved for their sort. 

The hours drag along tediously enough. All stir has ceased for 
some time, for every gallery has long ago been jacked. We may sit, 
now, and look and think at our leisure. We have glimpses, here and 
there and yonder, through the dim cathedral twilight, of portions of 
many galleries and balconies, wedged full with people, the other por¬ 
tions of these galleries and balconies being cut ofi" from sight by inter¬ 
vening pillars and architectural j)rojections. We have in view the 
whole of the great north transept—empty, and waiting for England’s 
jirivilegcd ones. AVe see also the ample area or platform, carpeted 
with rich stuffs, whereon the throne stands. The throne occupies the 
centre of the platform, and is raised above it upon an elevation of four 
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steps. Within the seat of the throne is enolosti a rough flat rock— 
the stone of Scono —which many generations of Scottish kings sat on 
to be crowned, and so it in time became holy enough to answer a like 
purpose for English monarchs. Both the throne and its footstool are 
covered with cloth of gold. 

Stillness reigns, the torches blink dully, the time drags heavily. 
But at last the lagging daylight asserts itself, the torches are extin¬ 
guished, and a mellow radiance suffuses the great spces. All features 



“OATllKBS UP THE LiOV’s r.ONU TRAIN.” 


of the noble building are distinct now, but soft and dreamy, for the 
sun is lightly veiled with clouds. 

At seven o’clock the first break in the drowsy monotony occurs; 
for on the stroke of this hour the first peeress enters the transept, 
clothed like Solomon for splendour, and is conducted to her appointed 
place by an official clad in satins and velvets, whilst a duplicate of 
him gathers up the lady’s long train, follows after, and, when the lady 
is seated, arranges the train across her lap for her. lie then places 
her footstool according to her desire, after which he puts her coronet 

where it will be convenient to her hand when the time for the simul- 

•*> .. 

taneous coroneting of the nobles shall arrive. 
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By this time the jjeeresses are flowing in in a glittering stream, 
and the satin-ckd officials are flitting and glinting everywhere, seating 
them and making them comfortable. The scene is animated enough 
now. There is stir and life, and shifting colour everywhere. After a 
time, (juiet reigns again; for the peeresses are all come, and are all 
' in their places, a solid acre, or such a matter, of human flowers, 
resplendent in variegated colours, and frosted like a Milky Way with 
diamonds. There are all ages here: brown, wrinkled, white-haired 
^dowtigers who are able to go back, and still back, down the stream 
of time, and recall the crowning of Richard III. and the troublous 
days of that old forgotten age; and there are handsome middle-aged 
dames ; and lovely and gracious young matrons; and gentle and 
beautiful young girls, with beaming eyes and fresh complexions, who 
may possibly put on their jewelled coronets awkwardly when the great 
time comes ; for the matter will be new to them, and their excitement 
will be a sore hindrance. IStill, this may not happen, for the hair of 
all these ladies has been arranged with a special view to the swift and 
successlul lodging of the crown in its place lyhen the signal comes. 

We have seen that this massed array of peeresses is sown thick 
with diamonds, and we also see that it Is a marvellous spectacle—but 
now we are about to be astonished in earnest. About nine, the clouds 
suddenly break away and a shaft of sunshine cleaves the mellow 
atmosphere, and drifts slowly along the ranks of ladies; and every 
rank it touches flames into a dazzling splendour of many-coloured fires, 
and we tingle to our finger-ti[)s with the electric thrill that is shot 
through ns by the surprise and the beauty of the spectacle ! Presently 
a special envoy from some distant corner of the Orient, marching 
with the general body of foreign ambassadors, crosses this bar of sun¬ 
shine, and we catch our breath, the glory that streams and flashes and 
j)alpitates about him is so overpowering; for he is crusted from head 
to heel with gems, and his slightest movement showers a dancing 
ladiance all around him. 

Let us change the tense for convenience. The time drifted along, 
—one hour—two hours—two hours and a half; then the deep boom- 
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ing of artillery told tliat the King and his grandtprocession had arrived 
at last; bo the waiting multitude rejoiced. All knew that a further 



delay must follow, 
for |the King must 
be prepared and 
robed for the solemn 
ceremony; but this 
delay would be 
pleasantly occupied 
by the assembling 
of the peers of the 
realm in their stately 
robes. These were 
conducted ceremoni» 
ously to their seiif.«, 
and their coronets 
placed conveniently 
at hand ; and menu- 
while the raTiltitude 
in the galle.ries were 
alive with interest, 
for most of theni 
were beholding for 
the first time, dukes, 
earls, and barons, 
whose names ha<l 
been historical for 
five hundred year.s. 
When all were finally* 
seated, the spectacle 
from the galleries 
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vantage was complete; a gorgeous one to look upon and to remember'.^ 


Now the robed and mitred great heads of the church, and their 
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attendants, filed in upgn the platform and took their appointed places; 
these were followed by the Lord Protector and other great officials, 
and these again by a steel-clad detachment of the Guard. 

There was a waiting pause; then, at a signal, a triumphant peal of 
music burst forth, and Tom Canty, clothed in a long robe of cloth of 
gold, appeared at a door, and stepped upon the platform. The entire 
multitude rose, and the ceremony of the Recognition ensued. 

Then a noble anthem swept the Abbey with its rich waves of 
sound; and thus heralded and welcomed, Tom Canty was conducted 
to the throne. The ancient ceremonies went on, with impressive 
solemnity, whilst the audience gazed; and as they drew nearer and 
nearer to completion, Tom Canty grow pale, and still paler, and a 
deep and steadily deepening woe and despondency settled down upon 
his spirits and upon his remorseful heart. 

At last the final act was at hand. The Archbishop of Canterbury 
lifted up the crown of England from its cushion and held it out over 
the trembling mock-king’s head. In the same instant a rainbow-mdi- 
ance flashed along the spacious transept; for with one impulse every 
individual in the great concourse of nobles lifted a coronet and poised 
it over his or her head,—^and paused in that attitude. 

A deep hush pervaded the Abbey. At this impressive moment, 
a startling apparition intruded upon the scene—an apparition 
observed by none in the absorbed multitude, until it suddenly 
appeared, moving up the gi'eat central aisle. It was a boy, bare¬ 
headed, ill shod, and clothed in coarse plebeian garments that were 
falling to rags. lie raised his hand with a solemnity which ill com¬ 
ported with his soiled and sorry aspect, and delivered this note of 
warning— 

“ I forbid you to set the crown of England upon that forfeited 
head. I am the King ! ” 

In an instant several indignant hands w'ere laid upon the boy; 
but in the same instant Tom Canty, in his regal vestments, made a 
swift step forward, and cried out in a ringing voice— 

“ Loose him and forbear! lie is the King ! ” 
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A sort of panic of astonishment swept the assemblage, and they 
partly rose in their places and stared in a bewildered way at one 
another and at the chief figures in this scene, like persons who 
wondered whether they were awake and in their senses, or asleep 
and dreaming. The Lord Protector was as amazed as the rest, but 
quickly recovered himself, and exclaimed in a voice of authority— 

“ Mind not his Majesty, his malady is upon him again—:8eize the 
vagabond 1 ” 

He would have been obeyed, but the mock-King stamped his foot 
and cried out— 

“ On your peril! Touch him not, ho, is the King ! ” 

The hands were withheld ; a jiaralysis fell upon the house ; no one 
moved, no one spoke; indeed, no one knew how to act or what to say, 
in so strange and surprising an emergency. While all minds were 
struggling to right themselves, the boy still moved steadily forward, 
with high port and confident mien; ho had never halted from the 
beginning; and while the tangled minds still floundered helplessly, 
he stepped upon the platform, and the mock-King ran with a glad 
face to meet him ; and fell on his knees before him and sivid— 

“ Oh, my lord the King, let poor Tom Canty be first to swear fealty 
tofliee, and say, ‘ Put on thy crown and enter into thine own again! ’ ” 
The Lord Protector’s eye fell sternly upon the new-comer’s face; 
but sti-aightway the sternness vanished away, and gave place to an 
expression of wondering surprise. This thing happ.ened also to the 
other great officers. They glanced at each other, and retreated a 
step by a common and unconscious impulse. The thought in each . 
mind was the same: “ What a strange resemblance ! ” 

The Ijord Protector reflected a moment or two in perplexity, then 
he said, with grave respectfulness— 

“ By your favour, sir, I desire to ask certain questions which-” 

“ I will answer them, my lord.” 

The Duke asked him many questions about the Court, the late 
King, the prince, the princesses,—the boy answered them correctly' 
and without hesitating. He described the rooms of state in the 
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mlace, the late Kirij's apartments, and those of the Prince of 
N ales. 

It was strange; it was wonderfnl; yes, it was unaccountable— 
o all sidd that heard it. The tide was beginning to turn, and Tom 
lanty’s hopes to run high, when the Lord Protector shook his head 
aid ‘said— 

“ It is true it is most wotiderful—but it is no more than our lord 



tlie King likewise can do.” This remark, and this reference to him- 
s+^lf as still the King, saddened Tom Canty, .and he felt bis hopes 
crumbling from under him. “ These are not proofs” aIded. the 
Protector. 

The tide was turning very fast now, very fast indeed—but in 
the wrong direction; it was leaving poor Tom Canty stranded on the 
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throne, and aweeping the other ont to sea. Thf Lord Protector com- 
mnned with himeelf—shook his head—the thought forced itself 
upon him, “ It is perilous to the State and to us all, to entertain so 
fateful a riddle as this; it could divide the nation and,,undermine the 
throne.” He turned and said— 

“ Sir Thomas, arrest this— No, hold ! ” Ilis face lighted, and he 
confronted the ragged candidate with this question— 

“ Where lieth the Great Seal ? Answer me this truly, and the 
riddle is unriddled; for only he that Avas Prince of Wales can so 
answer ! On so trivial a thing hang a throne and a dynasty ! ” 

It was a lucky thought, a happy thought. That it Avas so con¬ 
sidered hy the great officials was manifested by the silent applause 
that shot from eye to eye around their circle in the form of bright 
approving glances. Yes, none but the true prince coiild dissolve the 
stubborn mystery of the vanished Great Seal—this forlorn little 
impostor had been taught his lesson Avell, but here his teachings must 
fail,.for his teacher himself could not answer that question—ah, A'ery 
good, very orood indeed ; now we shall be rid of this troublesome and 
jierilous business in .short order ! And so thev nodded invisibly and 
■smiled inAA-ardly with .satisfaction, and looked to see this foolish lad 
stricken Avith a palsy of guilty confusion. Hoav surprised they AA’cre, 
■ then, to see nothing of the sort happen—hoAv they marA'elled to hear 
him answer up promptly, in a confident and untroubled voice, and say— 

“ There is noujrht in this riddle that is difficult.” Then, Avithout so 
much as a by-your-leave to anybody, he turned and gave this command, 
Avith the easy manner of one accustomed to doing such things: “My 
Lord St. John, go you to my priA’ate cabinet in the palace—for none 
knoAveth the place better than you—and, close doAvn to the floor, in 
the left corner remotest from the door that opens from the ante¬ 
chamber, you shall find in the wall a brazen nail-head; press upon it 
and a little jewel-closet will fly open which not even you do know of 
•—no, nor any soul else, in all the world but me and the trusty artisan 
that did contrive it for me. The first thing that falleth under your 
eye will be the Great Seal—fetch it hither.” ' 
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All the company wondered at this speech, and wondered still more 
to see the little mendicant pick out this peer without hesitancy or 
apparent fear of mistake, and call him bv 

name with sue]. a placidly convincing air of 
having known him all his life. The peer 
was almost surprised into obeying. He / j ^ 

even made a movement as if to go, but / |‘i ^ 
quickly recovered his tranquil attitude and ij f 
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^onfeswed his blunder with a blush. Tom Canty turned upon him and 
said, sharply— 
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“ Why dost thou hesitate ? Hast not heard *he King’s command ? 
Go! ” 

The Lord St. John made a deep obeisance—and it was obserred 
that it was a significantly cautious and non-committal < ne, it not being 
delivered at either of the kings, b\it at the neutral ground about half 
way between the two—and took his leave. 

Now began a movement of the gorgeous particles of that official 
group which was slow, scarcely perceptible, and yet steady and persist¬ 
ent—a movement such as is observed in a kaleidoscope that is turned 
slowly, whereby the components of one splendid cluster fall away and 
join themselves to another—a movement which, little by little, in the 
present case, dissolved the glittering crowd that stood about Tom 
Canty and clustered it together again in the neighbourhood of the 
new-comer. Tom Canty stood almost alone. Now ensued a brief 
season of deep suspense and waiting—during which even the few 
faint-hearts still remaining near Tom Canty gradually scniped 
together courage enough to glide, one by one, over to the majority. 
So at last Tom Canty, in his royal robes and jewels, stood wliolly 
alone and isolated from the world, a conspicuous figure, occupying an 
eloquent vacancy. 

Now the Lord St. John was seen returning. As he advanced up the 
mid-aisle the interest was so intense that the low murmur of convers-a- 
tion in the great assemblage died out and was succeeded by a profound 
hush, a breathless stillness, through which his footfalls pulsed with a 
dull and distant sound. Every eye was fastened upon him as he moved 
along. He reached the platform, paused a moment, then moved toward 
Tom Canty with a deep obeisance, and said— 

“ Sire, the Seal is not there ! ” 

A mob does not melt away from the presence of a plague-patient 
with more haste than the band of pallid and terrified courtiers melted 
away from the presence of the shabby little claimant of the Crown. 
In a moment he stood all alone, without friend or supporter, a target 
upon which was concentrated a bitter fire of scornful and angry looks. 
The Lord Protector called out fiercely— 
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“ Cast the beggar the street, and scourge him through the town 
—the paltry knave is worth no more consideration ! ’’ 

Officers of the guard sprang forward to obey, but Tom Canty waved 
them off and srid— 

“ Back ! Whoso touches him perils his life ! ” 

The Lord Protector was perplexed in the last degree. He said to 
the Lord St. John— 


“ Searched you well?—but it boots not to ask that. It doth seem 



“SIKE, THE SEAL IS NOT THEBE." 


jias.sirig strange. Little ihing.s, trifles, slip out of one’s ken, and one 
does not think it matter for surprise; but how so bulky a thing as the 
Seal of England can vanish away and no man be able to get track of 

it again—a massy golden disk-” 

Tom Canty, with beaming eyes, sprang forward and shouted— 

“ Hold, that is enough ! Wa'S it round ?—and thick ?—and had it 
letters and devices graved upon it ?—Yes ? Oh, iww I know what this 
Great Seal is that there’s been such worry and pother about. An’ ye 
bad described it to me, ye could have had it three weeks ago. Bight 
well I know where it lies; but it was not I that put it there—first." 

“ Who, then, my liege ? ’’ asked the Lord Protector. 

“ He that stands there—the rightful King of England, And be 
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shall tell you himself where it lies—then you \|iill believe he knew it 
of bis own knowledge. Bethink thee, my King—spur thy memory— 
it was the last, the very last thing thou didst that day before thou didst 
rush forth from the palace, clothed in my rags, to puijfsh the soldier 
that insulted me.” 

A silence ensued, undisturbed by a movement or a whisper, and all 
eyes were fixed upon the new-comer, who stood, with bent head and 



“ BETHINX THia!, MY KINO.” 


corrugated brow, groping in his memory among a thronging multitude 
of valueless recollections for one single little elusive fact, which, found, 
would seat him upon a throne—unfound, would leave him as he was, 
for good and all—a pauper and an outcast. Moment after moment 
passed—the moments built themselves into minutes—still tlie boy 
struggled silently on, and gave no sign. But at last he heaved a sigh, 
shook his head slowly, and said, with a trembling lip and in a de¬ 
spondent voice— 

“ I call the scene back—all of it—but the Seal hath no place in 
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it.” He paused, looked up, aud said with gentle dignity, “ My 
■ lords and gentlemen, if ye will rob your rightl'ul sovereign of his own 
for lack of this evidence which he is not able to furnish, 1 may not 
stay y'e, being powerless. But-” 

‘‘ Oh, folly, oh, madness, my King I ” cried Tom Canty, in a panic, 
“ wait!—think ! Do not give up !—the cause is not lost I Nor shall 
be, neither ! List to what I say—Ibllow every word—I am going to 
bring tliat morning back again, every hap just as it happened. We 
talked—I told you of my sisters. Nan and Bet—ah, yes, you remem¬ 
ber that; and about mine old grandam—and the rough games of tlie 
lads of Offal Court—ye.s, you remember these things also; very well, 
liulow me still, you .shall recall everything. You gave me fuod and 
drink, and did with princely courtesy oend away the servants, so that 
my low breeding might not shame mo before them—ah, yes, this also 
you remember.” 

As Tom checked off" his details, and the other boy nodded his head 
in recognition of them, the great audionce aud the officials stared in 
{■iizzled wonderment; the tale sounded like true history, yet how 
could this impossible conj unction between a prince and a beggar-boy 
have come about ? Never was a company of people so perple.ved, so 
interested, and so stupefied, before. 

‘‘ For a jest, my {triuoe, we did exchange gtirments. Then we stood 
before a mirror; and so alike were we that both said it seemed as if 
there had been no change mtide—yes, you remember that. Then you 
noticed that the soldier had hurt my hand—look ! here it is, I cannot 
yet even write witli it, the fingers are so stiff. At this your Highness 
sj)rang uj), vowing vengeance U])on that soldier, and ran towards the 
door—you passed a table—that thing you call the Seal lay on that 
table—you snatched it up and looked eagerly about, as if for a place 
to bide it—your eye caught sight of-” 

“ There, ’tis sufficient!—and the good (lod be thanked! ” exclaimed 
the ragged claimant, in a mighty excitement. “ Go, my good St. John, 
—in an arm-piece of the Milanese armour that bangs on the wall, 
thou’lt find the Seal! ” 
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“ Eight, my King! right I ” cried Tom Cantv ; “ now the sceptre 
of Englatid is thine own ; and it were better for him that would dis- 
jmte it that he had been born dumb I Go, my Lord St. John, give thy 
feet wings! ” 

The whole assemblage was on it's feet now, and well-nigh out of 
it-s hiind with uneasiness, apprehension, and consuming excitement. On 
the floor and on the platform a deafening buzz of frantic conversation 
burst forth, and for some time nobody knew anything or heard any¬ 
thing or was interested in anything but what his neighbour was shout¬ 
ing into his ear, or he was shouting into his neighbour’s ettr. Time— 
nobody knew how much of it—swept by unheeded and unnoted. 
At last a sudden hush fell upon tlie house, and in the same moment 
fet. John appeared upon the ]>latforni, and held the Great Seal aloft in 
his hand. Then sucli a sliout went up— 

“ Long live the true King ! ” 

Tor five minutes the air quaked with shouts and the crash of 
inusioal instruments, and wtis white with a storm of waving haudker- 
chiefs; and through it all a lagged lad, the most conspicuous figure ir; 
England, stood, Hushed and happy iind proud, in the centre of tlio 
spacious platform, with the great vassals of the kingdom kneeling 
around him. 

Tlien all rose, and Tom Ctuity cried out— 

“ Now, 0 my King, take these regal garments back, and give poor 
Tom, thy servant, his shreds and remnants agtiin.” 

The Lord Protector spoke up— 

“ Let the small varlet be stripfied and Hung into the Tower.” 

But the new King, the true King, sfiid— 

“ I will not have it so. But lor him I had not got my crown 
again—none shall lay a hand upon him to harm him. And as for 
thee, my good iiuele, my Lord Protector, this conduct of thine is not 
grateful toward this poor lad, for I hear he hath made thee a duke ”— 
the I'rotector blushed—'* yet ho was not a King; wherefore, what is thy 
fine title worth now? To-morrow you shall sue to me, through him, 
for its confirmation, else no duke, but a simple earl; shall thou remain.” 
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Under this rebuke, his grace the Duke of Somerset retired a little 
from the front for the -moment. The King tiumed to Tom, and said 
kindly—“ My poor boy, how was it that you could remember where 
I hid the Sea* when I could not remember it myself? ” 

“ Ah, my King, that was easy, since I 
ust d it divers davs.” i li ...Ws'k}' 
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Tom stammered a moment, in a pathetic confvsion, then got it 
out** 

“ To crack nuts with ! ” 

Poor child, the avalanche of laughter that greeW this nearly 
swept him off his feet. But if a doubt remamed in any mind that 



TO UaCK NUTS WITH. 


Tom Canty was not the King of England and familiar with the august 
appurtenances of royalty, this rep>ly di.sposed of It utterly. 

Meantime the sumjaiiou.* robe of state had been removed from 
Tom’s shoulders to the King’s, whose rags were effectually hidden from 
sight under it. Then the coronation ceremonies were resumed; the 
true King was anointed and the crown set upon liis head, whilst 
cannon thundered the news to the city, and all London seemed to rock 
with applause. 
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]\riLES Henpon ■vvas pictnresqiio enough before lie got into tlie riot on 
London Bridge—he ivas ln^lre so wlicn he got out of it. lie had but 
little money when he got in, none at all when he got out. The pick- 
poeket.s had stripped him of his last larthing. 

But no matter, so he found his boy. Being a soldier, he did not 
g( ■ at his task in a random way, but .set to work, lirst of all, to arrange 
hi.s campaign. 

What would the "boy naturally do? Where would he naturally 
go ? Well—argued Miles—he would naturally go to his former haunts, 
for that is the instinct of unsound minds, when homeless and forsaken, 
as well as of sound ones. Whereabouts were his former haiints ? His 
rags, taken together with the low villain who seemed to knoAV him and 
wlio even claimed to lie his father, indicated th.at his home was in one 
or another of the poorest and meanest districts of London. Would the 
search for him be difficult, or long ? No, it was likely to be ea.sy and 
brief. He would not hunt for the boy, he would hunt for a crowd; in 
the centre of a big crowd or a little one, sooner or later, he should find 
his poor little friend, sure; and the mangy mob would be entertaining 
itself with pestering and aggravating the boy, who would be proclaim¬ 
ing himself King, as usual. Then Miles Hendon would cripple .some 
of tho^ people, and carry off his little ward, and comfort and cheer 
him with loving word.s, and the two would never he separated any more. 
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So Miles started on his quest. Hour after hour he tramped 
through back alleys and squalid streets, seeking groups and crowds, 
and finding no end of them, but never any sign of the. boy. This 
greatly surprised him, but did not discourage him. To his notion, 
there was nothing the matter with his plan of campaign; the only 
miscalculation about it was that the campaign was becoming a lengthy 
one, whereas he had expected it to be short. 

When daylight arrived, at last, he had made many a mile, and 
canvassed many a crowd, but the only result was that he was tolerably 
tired, rather hungry, and very sleepy. He wanted some breakfast, but 
there was no way to get it. To beg for it did not occur to him; as to 
pawning his sword, he would as soon have thought of p,arting with his 
•honour; he could spare some of his clothes—yes, but one could as 
easily find a customer fir a disease as for such clothes. 

At noon he was still tramping—.among the rabble which followed 
after the royal procession, now ; for he argued that this regal disi'l.-iy 
would attract his little lunatic powerfully. He followed the pageant 
through all its deviotis windings about London, .and all the way to 
Westminster and the Abbey, lie drifted here and there amongst the. 
multitudes th.at were massed in the vicinity for a weary long time, 
baffled and perplexed, and finally wjindered off, thinking, and trying 
to contrive some way to better his plan of campaign. By and by. 
when he came to himself out of his musings, he discovered that the 
town was far behind him and that the day was growing old. He was 
near the river, and in the country ; it was a region of fine runa'l seats 
—not the sort of di.strict to welcome cloth(‘s like his. 

It was not .at all cold; so he stretched himself on t)ie ground in 
the lee of a hedge to rest and think. Drowsiness presently began to 
settle upon his senses; the faint and far-off boom of cannon waswaffed 
to his ear, and he said to himself, “ The new King is crowned,” and 
straightway fell asleep. He had not slept or rested, before, for more 
than thirty hottrs. He did not wake again until near the middle of 
the next morning. 

He got up, lame, stiff, and half femished, washed himself in the 
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river, stayed his storij,ach with a pint or two of water, and trudged off 
toward Westminster grumbling at himself for having wasted so much 
time. Hunger helped liirn to a new plan, now; he would try to get 
speech with old Sir Humphrey Marlow and borrow a few marks, and 
—but that was enough of a plan for the present; it would be time 
enough to enlarge it when this first stage should be accomplished. 
Toward e'even o’clock he approached the palace; and although a 
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host of ibouy people were about him, moving in the same direction, 
he was not inconspicuous—his pustume took care of that. He watched 
these people’s faces narrowly, hoping to find a charitable one whose 
possessor might be' Avilling to carry his name to the old lieutenant—as 
to trying to get into the palace himself, that was simply out of the 
question. 

Presently our whipping-boy passed him, then wheeled about and 
scanned^his figure well, saying to himself, '* An’ that is not the very 
vagabond his Majesty is in such a worry about, then am I an ass— 
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though belike I wi>8 that before. He answereth^ the description to a 
rag—that God should make two such, would be to cheapen nnracles 
by wasteful repetition. I would I could contrive an excuse to speak 
with him.” > 

iMiles Hendon saved him the trouble; for he turned about, then, 
as a man generally will when somebody mesmerises him by gazing 
hard at him from behind ; and observing a strong interest in the boy's 
eyes, he stepped toward him and eaid— 

“ You have just come out from the palace; do you belong there ? ” 
“ Yes, your worship.” 

Know you Sir Humphrey Marlow ? ” 

The boy started, and said to himself, “Lord ! mine old departed 
father ! ” Then he answered, aloud, “ Right well, your ■worship.” 

“ Good—is he within ? ” 

“ Yes,” said the boy ; and added, to himself, “within his grave.” 
“iMight I crave your favour to carry my name to him, and say I 
beg to say a word in his ear ? ” 

“ I will despatch the business right willingly, fair sir.” 

“ Then say Miles Hendon, son of Sir Richard, is here without—- 
I shall be greatly bounden to you, my good lad.” 

The boy looked disappointed—“ the King did not name him so,” 
he said to himself—“ but it mattereth not, this is his twin brother, 
and can give his Majesty news of’toflier Sir-Odds-and-Ends, I war¬ 
rant,” So he said to Miles, “ Step in there a moment, gr^od sir, and 
wait till I bring you word.” 

Hendon retired to the place indicated—it was a recess sunk in the 
palace wall, with a stone bench in it—a shelter for sentinels in bad 
weather. He had hardly seated himself when some halberdiers, in 
charge of an officer, passed by. The officer saw him, halted his men, 
atid cKimmanded Hendon to come forth. lie obeyed, and was promptly 
arrested as a .suspicious character prowling within the precincts of the 
palace. Things began to look ugly. Poor Miles was going to explain, 
but the officer roughly silenced him, and ordered his men to disarm 
him and search him. 



'• ARteESTED AS A SUSPICIOUS CHARACTER.' 


Hendon smiled when he recognised the “ pot-hooks ” made hy bis lost 
little friend that black day at Hendon Hall. The officer’s face grew 
dark as he read the English, pafagraph, and Miles blenched to the 
opposite colour as he listened. 

“ Another new claimant of the crown! ” cried the officer. “ Verily 
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they breed like rabbits^ to-day. Seize the rascal, men, and see ye 
keep him fast whilst I convey this precious paper within and send it to 
the King” 

He hitrried away, leaving the prisoner in the grip of the halber¬ 
diers. 

“ Now is my evil luck ended at last,” muttered Hendon, “ for I 
shall dangle at a rope’s end for a certainty, by reason of that bit o( 
writing. And what will become of my poor lad!—ah, only the good 
God knoweth.” 

By and by he saw the officer coming again, in a great hurry; so he 
plucked his courage together, purposing to meet his trouble as became 
a man. The officer ordered the men to loose the prisoner and return 
bis sword to him; then bowed respectfully, and said— 

“ Please you, sir, to follow me.” 

Hendon followed, saying to himself, “ An’ I were not travelling to 
death and judgment, and so must needs economise in sin, I would 
throttle this knave for his mock courtesy.” 

The two traversed a populous court, and arrived at the grand 
«ntrance of the palace, where the officer, with another bow, delivered 
Hendon into the hands of a gorgeous official, who received him with 
profound respect and led him forward through a great hall, lined on 
both (rides with rows of splendid flunkeys (who made reverential obei¬ 
sance as the two passed along, but fell into death-throes of silent 
langliter at our stately scarecrow the moment his back was turned), 
and up a broad staircase, ampng flocks of fine folk, and finally con¬ 
ducted him into a vast room, clove a passage for him through the 
atfflenjbled nobility of England, then made a bow, reminded him to 
take his bat off, and left him standing in the middle of the room, a 
mark for all eyes, for plenty of indignimt frowns, and for a sufficiency 
of amused and derisive smiles. 

Miles Hendon was entirely bewildered. There sat the young King, 
hnder a canopy of state, five steps away, with his head bent down and 
aside, speaking with a sort of human bird of paradise—a duke, maybe; 
Hendon observed to himself that it was hard enough to be sentenced 
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to death in the full vjgour of life, without having this peculiarly public 
humiliation added. He wished the King would hurry about it—some 
of the gaudy people near by were becoming pretty offensive. At 
this moment the King raised his head slightly, and Hendon caught a 
good view of his lace. The sight nearly took his breath away!— 
He srood gazing at the fair young face like one transfixed ; then pre¬ 
sently ejaculated— 

“Lo, the Lord of the Kingdom of Dreams and Shadows on his 
throne! ” 

He muttered some broken sentences, still gazing and marvelling; 
then turned his eyes around and about, scanning the gorgeous throng 
and the splendid saloon, murmuring, “ But these are real —^verily these 
are real —surely it is not a dream." 

^le stared at the King again—and thought, " Is it a dream ? . j ' 
or IS he the veritable Sovereign of England, and not the friendless pof^: 
Tom o’ Bedlam I took him for—who shall solve me this riddle ? ” ' 

A sudden idea flashed in his eye, and he strode to the wall, 
gathered up a chair, brought it back, planted it on the floor, and ‘ 
sat down in it! 

A buzz of indignation broke out, a rough hand was laid upon him, 
and a voice exclaimed,— 

“ Up, thou mannerless clown !—wouldst sit in the presence of the 
King?” 

The disturbance attracted his Majesty’s attention, who stretched 
forth his hand and cried out— 

• “ Touch him not, it is his right! ” 

The throng fell back, stupefied. The King went on— 

“Learn ye all, ladies, lords, and gentlemen, that this is my trusty 
and well beloved servant, Miles Hendon, who interposed his good 
sword ahd saved his prince from bodily harm and possible death—^aud 
for this he is a knight, by the King’s voice. Also learn, that for a 
higher service, in that he saved his sovereign stripes and shame, taking 
these upon himself, he is a peer of England, Earl of Kent, and shall 
have gold and lands meet for the dignity. More—the privilege which 
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he hath just exercised is his by royal grant; for have ordained that 
the chiefs of his line shall have and hold the right to sit in the pre¬ 
sence of the Majesty of England hence- 
forth, age after a!ge, so long as the 
crown shall endure. Molest him not.” / | 

Two persons, wlio, through delay, / _ L 

had only arrived from the country / . y-X |' 

j i 

during this rooming, and had now been jf , 

in this room only five minutes, stood \ f ‘ ‘ - J-.+vJ 
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listening to these words and 
looking at the King, then at 
the scarecrow', then at the 
King again, in a sort of torpid 
liewilderment. These were Sir 
Hugh and the Lady Edith. 
But the new Earl did not see 
them. He was still staring at 
the monarch, in a dazed way, and muttering— 

“ Oh, body o’ me! This my pauper ! This my 
lunatic! Tliis is he whom T would show what 
grandeur was, in my house of ' seventy rooms and 
^yen and twenty servants! This is he who had never known aught 
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but rags for raiment,-kicks for comfort, and offal for diet! This is 

O' 

he whom 7 adopted and would make respectable 1 Would God I had 
a bag to hide my head in ! ” 

Then his "^manners suddenly came back to him, and he dropped 
upon his knees, with his hands between the 
King's, and swore allegiance and did homage 
for his lands and titles. Then he rose and 



stood respectfully aside, a mark 
still for all eyes—and much ^ 
envy, too. 

Now the King discovered Sir Hugh, and spoke out, with wrathful 
voice and kindling eye— 

'• Strip this robber of his false show and stolen estates, and put him 
under lock and key till I have need of him.” 

The late Sir Hugh was led ^way. 
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There was a stir at the other end of the room, now; the assemblage 
fell apart, and Tom Canty, quaintly but richly clothed, inarched down, 
between these living walls, v 

preceded by an usher, lie _^ 

knelt before the King, who 



**TOM KOSE AND KISSED THE KINU S HAND. 


“ I have learned the story of these past few weeks, and am well 
pleased with thee. Thou hast governed the realm with right royal 
gentleness and mercy. Thou hast found thy mother and thy sisters 
again ? Good; they shall be cared for—and thy father fJiall hang, 
if thou desire it and the law consent. Know, all ye that hear my 
voice, that fiom this day, they that abide in the shelter of Christ’s 
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Hospital and share the King’s bounty sliall have their minds and 
hearts fed, as well as their baser parts; and this boy shall dwell there, 
and hold the chief place in its honourable body of governors, during 
lil'e. And lor that he hath been a king, it is meet that other than 
coiuraon observance shall l»e his due; wherefore note tliis his dress of 
fctJile, for by it he shall be known, and none shall copy it; and where¬ 
soever he shall come, it shall remind the people that he hath been 
roytv, in his time, and none shall deny him his due of reverence or fail 
to give him salutation. He hath the throne’s protection, he hath the 
crown’s support, he shall be known and called by the honourable title 
f the King’s Ward.” 

’’he proud and happy Tom Canty rose and kissed the King’s hand, 
IV.- vas conducted from the presence. He did not waste any time, 
bat ilcw to his mother, to tell her and Nan and Bet all about it and 
get them to help him enjoy the great news.* 

’ See Notes to Chapter XXXIIL, at end of the volume. 



















CONCLUSION. 


JUSTICE AND IIETHIBUTION. 

When the mysteries wore all cleared uj), it came out, by confession of 
Hugh Hendon, that his wile had repudiated Miles by his command, 
that day at Hendon Hall—a command assisted and supported by the 
perfectly trustworthy promise that if she did not deny that he was 
Miles Hendon, and stand firmly to it, he would have her life; where¬ 
upon she said take it, she did not value it—and she would not repudiate 
Miles; then the husband said he would spare her life but have Miles 
assassinated 1 This was a different matter; so she gave her word and 
kept it. 

Hugh was not prosecuted for liis threats or for stealing his brother’s 
estates and title, because the wife and brother would not testify against 
him—and the form||||vould not have been allowed to do it, even if 
she had wanted to*pugh deserted his wife and went over to the 
continent, where he -||resently died ; and by and by the Earl of Kent 
married his relict. Iniere were grand times and rejoicings at Hendon 
village when the couple paid their first visit to the Hall. 

Tom Canty’s father was never heard of again. 

The King sought out the farmer who had been branded and sold as 
a slave, and reclaimed him from his evil life with the Ruffler’s gang, 
and put him in the way of a comfortable livelihood. 

He also took that old lawyer out of prison and remitted his fine. 
He provided good homes for the daughters of the two Baptist women 
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whom hp saw hurned at the stake, and roundly jmnished the official 
who laid^the undeserved stripes upon Miles Hendon’s back. 

He saved from the gallows the boy who had captured the stray 
falcon, and also the woman who had stolen a remnant of cloth from a 
weaver; but he was too late to save the man who had been convicted 
of killing a deer in the royal forest. 

He showed favour to the justice who had pitied him when he was 
supposed to have stolen a pig, and he had the gratification of seeing 
him grow in the public esteem and become a great and honoured man. 

As long as the King lived he was fond of telling the story of his. 
adventures, all through, from the hour that the sentinel cuffed him 
away from the palace gate till the final midnight when he deftly mixed 
himself into a gang of hurrying workmen and so slipped into the 
Abbey and climbed up and hid himself in the Confessor’s tomb, and 
then slept so long, next day, that he came within one of missing the 
Coronation altogether. He said that the frequent rehearsing of the 
precious lesson kept him strong in his purpose to make its teachings 
yield benefits to his jwople; and so, whilst his life was spared 
he should continue to tell the story, and thus keep its sorrowful 
spectacles fresh in his memory and the springs of pity replenished in 
Ills heart. 

Miles Hendon and Tom Canty were favourites of the King, all 
through his brief reign, and his -sincere mourners When he died. The 
;^d Earl of Kent had too much sense to abuse his peculiar privilege; 
but he exercised it twice after the instance we have seen of it before 
he was called from the world—once at the accession of yueen Mary, 
and once at the accession of Queen Elizabeth. A descendant of his 
exercised it at the accession of James I. Before this one’s son cho.'e 
fo use the privilege, near a quarter of a century had elapsed, and the 
“ privilege of the Kents ” had faded out of most people’s memcu-ics; 
so, when the Kent of that day appeared belcre Charles I. and his court 
and sat down in tlie sovereign’s presence to assert and perpetuate the 
right of his house, there was a fine stir indeed! But the matter was 
soon explained, and the right confirmed. The last Earl of the line fell 
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in the Avars of the Commonwealth fighting for the King, and the odd 
privilege ended with him. 

Tom Canty lived to be a very old man, a handsome, white-haired 
old fellow, of*grave and benignant aspect. As long as he lasted he 
was honoured; and he was also reverenced, for his striking and peculiar 
costume kept the people reminded that “in his time he had been 
royal; ” so, wherever he appeared the crowd fell apart, making way 
for him, and whispering, one to another, “ Doff thy hat, it is the King’s 
Ward! ”—and so they saluted, and got his kindly smile in return— 
and they valued it, too, for his was an honourable history. 

Yes, King Edward VI. lived only a few years, poor boy, but he 
lived them worthily. More than once, when some great dignitary, 
some gilded vassal of the ciwn, made argument against his leniency, 
and urged that some law which he was bent upon amending was gentle 
enough for its purpose, and wrought no suffering or oppression w'hich 
any one need mightily mind, the young King turned the mournful 
eloquence of his great compassionate eyes upon him and answered— 

“ What dost t/roM know^of suffering and oppression? I and my 
people know, but not thou.” 

The reign ol‘Edward VJ. was a singularly merciful one for those 
harsh times. Now that we are taking leave of him, let us try to keep 
this in our minds, to his credit. 
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NOTES 


Note 3, page 30. 

Christ's Hospital Costume. 

It is most reasonable to regard the dies? as copied from the costume of 
the citizens of London of that period, wfatm long blue coats were the 
common habit of apprejitices and sei'ving men, and yellow stockings were 
generally worn; the coat tils cloH'iy to the body, but has loose sleeves, and 
Ijeneath is worn a sleeveless yellow under-coat; around the waist is a red 
leathei n gii-dle; a clerical band around tlm neck, and a small flat black cap, 
about the size of a saucer, completes the costume.—Timbs’ Curiosities of 
Iiondora. 


Note 2, page 32. 

It appears that Christ’s Hospital was not originally founded ns a school ; 
its object was to rescue children from the streets, to shelter, feed, clothe 
them, &c.—^Timbs’ Curiosities of London. 


Note. 3, page 48. 

The Duke of Norfolk's Condemnation commaiided. 

1'he King was now approaching fast towards his end ; and fearing lest 
Norfolk should escape him, he sent a message to the Commons, by which 
he desired them to hasten the bill, on pretence that Norfolk enjoyed the 
dignity of Earl-Marshal, and it was necessary to appoint another, who 
might officiate at the ensuing ceremony of installing his son Prjnce (jf 
Wales.—Hume's History of Enyland, yol. iii. p. 307, 

C C 
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Note 4, page 68. 

It was not tin the end of this reign [Henry VIII.] tliat any salads, 
carrots, turnips, or other edible roots were produced in England. The little 
of these vegetables that was used was formerly imported from Holland and 
Flanders, Queen Catherine, when she wanted a salad, was obliged to 
despatch a messenger thither on purpose.—Hume’s History of England, 
Tol. iii, p. 814. 

Note 6, page 78. 

Attainder of Norfolk. 

The House of Peers, without examining the prisoner, without trial or 
evidence, passed a bill of attainder against him and sent it down to the 
Commons. . . . The ob.sequious Commons olieycd his [the King’s] directions; 
and the King, having affixed the Eoyal assent to the bill by cornmnssionoi's, 
issued orders for the execution of Norfolk on the morning of January i't) 
[the next day].—Hume’s History of England, vol. iii. p. 306. 

Note 6, page 98. 

The iMving-oiip. 

The loving-cup, and the peculiar ceremonies obseiTed in drinking from 
it, are older than English nistory. It is thought that both are Danish 
importations. As far back as knowledge goes, the loving-cup has always 
been drunk at English banquets. Tradition exjilains the ceremonies in this 
way. In the rude ancient times it was deemed a wise precaution to have 
both hands of both drinkers employed, lest while the pledger pledged his 
love and fidelity to the pledgee, the pledgee take that opportunity to slip .a 
dirk into him 1 

4 

Note 7, page 109. 

The Duke of Norfolk's narroxo Escape. 

Had Henry VIII. survived a few hours longer, his order for the duke’s 
execution would have been carried into efleci. “ But news being carried 
to the Tower that the King himself had expired that night, the lieutenant 
deferred obeying the warrant; and it was not thought advisable by the 
Council to begin a new reign by the death of the greatest nobleman in the 
kingdom, who had been condemned by a sentence so unjust and tyrannical,” 
—^i|ume's History of England, vol. iii, p. 307, 
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Note 8, page 161. 

The Whipping-hoy. 

.Tames I. and Charles II. had whipping-boys, when they were little 
fellows, to take their punishiuent for them when they fell short in their 
lessoiis; so I have ventured to furnish my small prince with one, for my 
own purposes. 

Notes to Chaptee NV., page 169. 

Chxiracter of Wn-tford. 

The young King iii.scovered an exfi’omo attachment to his uncle, who 
was, in tlio main, a man of moderation and probity.—Hume’s History of 
Jiiii/ldiui, vol. iii. p. o24. 

r>u( if he [the Protecto)'] gave olleuce by assuming too much state, he 
(leserv-es great praise on accouni of the laws passed this session, by which 
(he ijcour of former sl.atute.s was much mitigated, and some security given 
to tht freedom of the constitution. All laws were repealed which extended 
the crime of trea.son beyond the stal iite of (he twenty-tifth of Kdward III.; 
all laws enacted diuing the late reign extending tht! crime of felony ; all the 
former laws against Lollardy or hero.sy, together with the statute of the 
yix Articlo.s. None were to be accused for words, but within a month after 
they were spoken. By these repeals several of the most rigorous laws that 
over had passed in England were annulled ; and some dawn, both of civil 
and i-eligious libeidy, began to appear to the ])oople. A repeal also passed 
of (hat law, the destruction of all laws, by which the King’s proclamation 
was made of eciual force with a statute.— Ibid., vol. iii. p. o39. 


Boiling to Heath, 

In the reign of Henry VIII. poisoners were, by Act of Parliament, 
condemned to be boiled to death. This Act was repealed in the following 
reign. 

In Germany, even in the seventeenth century, this horrible punishment 
was indicted on coiners and counterfeiters. Taylor, the Water Poet, 
de.scribes an e.xecution he witne.-tsed in Hamburg in IGIO. The judgment 
pronounced against a coiner of false money was that he should “ be, hotted 
to death in oil ; not thrown into the vessel at once, but with a pulley or 
rope to be hanged under the armpits, and then let down into the oil hy 
degrees ; first the feet, and next the legs, and so to boil his flesh from his 
bones alive.”—Dr. J. Hammond Trumbull’s Blme Laws, True and Fake, p. 13. 

c c 2 
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The Famous Stocking Case. 

A woman and her daughter, nine years old, were hanged in Pluntingdoi, 
for BeUing their souls to the devil, and raising a storm by pulliug off tlieir 
Blockings I—Dr. J. Hammond Trumbull’s Blue Laws, True and False, p. 20. 

Note 10, page 194. 

Enslaving. 

So young a King and so igiionint a peasant were likely to make misUikes; 
and this is an instance in point. This peasant was suffering from this law 
hg anticipation-, the King was venting his indignation against a law which 
was not yet in existence; for this hideous statute was to have hirih in this 
little King's onmi reign. However, we know, from the humanity of his 
character, that it could never have boon suggested by him. 


Notes to Chapter XXIII., page 261. 

Death for Trifling Larcenies. 

When Connecticut and New Haven were framing their first codes, 
larceny above the value of twelve pence wa.s a capital crime in England - 
as it had been since the time of Henry 1.—Dr. J. Ilainmond Trumbull’s 
Blue Laws, True and False, p, 17. 

The curious old book called The English Hogue makes the limit thirteen 
pence ha’penny; death being the portion of any who steal a thing “ above 
the value of thirteen pence ha’penny.” 


Notes to Chapter XXVH., page 299. 

From many descriptions of larceny the law expressly took awmy the 
benefit of clergy; to steal a hor.se, or a hatch, or woollen cloth from the 
weaver, was a hanging matter. So it was to kill a deer from the King’s" 
forest, or to export sheep from the kingdom.—Dr. J. Hammond Trumbull’s 
Blue Laws, True and False, p. 13. 

William Prynne, a learned barrister, was sentenced [long after Edward 
VI.'s time] to lose both his ears in the pillory, to degradation from the bar, 
a fine of 3,000/., and imprisonment for life. Three years afterwards he 
gave new offence to Laud by publishing a pamphlet against the hierarchy. 
He was again prosecuted, and was sentenced to lose tohat remained of hi^ 
ears, to' pay a fine of 6,000/., to be branded on both his cheeks with the 
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letters S. L. (for Seditious Libeller), and to remain in prison for life. The 
severity of this sonteifbe was eijualled by the savage rigour of its execution. 
— Ibid., p. 12. 

Noras TO Chapter XXXIII., page 365. 

Christ’s Hospital, or Bluecoat School, “ the noblest institution in the 
world.” 

The ground on which tlio Priory of the Grey Friars stood was conferred 
by Henry VHI. on the Corporation of Ijoudon, [who cau.sed. the institution 
I here • f a home for poor boy.s and girls]. Subsequently, Fdward VI. caused 
the old Priory to be properly repaired, and founded within it that noble 
establishment called the Bluecoat School, or Christ’s Hospital, for the 
ediwation and maintenance of orphans and the children of indigent persons. 

. . . Edward would not lot him (Bisliop Ridley) depart till the letter was 
wriften (to the Lord Mayor), and then charged him to deliver it himself, 
and .signify his special roque.«t and commandment that no time might he 
lost in proposing what was convenient, and apprising him of the proceedings. 
'J'he work was zealously undertaken, Ridley himself engaging in it; and the 
re.siilt was the founding of Christ's Hospital for the education of poor chil¬ 
dren. [The King endowed several other charitie.s at the same time.] “ Lord 
God,” said he, “ I yield Thee most hearty thanks that Thou hast given me 
life thus long to finish this work to the gloiy of Thy name ! ” That inno¬ 
cent and most exemplary life was drawing rapidly to its close, and in a few 
days he rendered up his spirit to his Creator, ])raying God to defend the 
realm from Papi.stry.—-.T. Heneage Jesse's London; Us CddbraUd Charncters 
and Places. 

In the Great Hall hangs a large picture of King Edward VI. seated on 
his throne, in a scarlet and ermined robe, holding the sceptre in his left 
hand, and presenting with the other the Charter to the kneeling Lord 
Slayor. By his side .stands the Chancellor, holding the seals, and next to 
him are other officers of .state. Bishop Ridley kneels before him with 
iqdifted hands, a.s if supplicating a ble.ssing on the event; whilst the Alder¬ 
men, etc., with the Ijord Mayor, kneel on both sides, occupying the middle 
ground of the picture ; and lastly, in front, are a double row of boys on one 
side and girls on the other, from the master and matron down to the boy 
and girl who have stepped forward from their respective rows, and kneel 
with raised hands before the King.—Timbs’ Curiosities of London, p. 98. 

Christ’s Hospital, by ancient custom, posse.s.ses the privilege of addressing 
the Sovereign on the occasion of his or her coming into the City to partake 
of the hospitality of the Corporation of Ijondon.—75 m?. 

The Dining Hall, with its lobby and organ-gallery, occupie.s the entire 
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storey, which is 187 feet long, 61 feet wide, and 47 feet high; it is lit hy 
nine large windows, filled with stained glass on the soSth side; and is, next 
to Westminster Hall, the noblest room in the metropolis. Here the boys, 
now about 800 in number, dine; and here are held the “Suppings in 
Public,” to which visitors are admitted by tickets issued by the Treasurer 
and by the Governors of Christ’s Hospital, The tables are laid with cheese 
in wooden bowls, beer in wooden piggins, poured from leathern jacks, and 
bread brought in large baskets. The official company enter; the Lord 
Mayor, or President, takes his seat in a state chair made of oak from St. 
Catherine’s Church, by the Tower; a hymn is simg, accompanied by the 
organ; a “ Grecian,” or head boy, reads the prayers from the pulpit, silence 
being enforced by three drops of a wooden hammer. After prayer the 
supper commences, and the visitors walk between the tables. At its close 
the “trade-boys” take up the baskets, bowls, jacks, piggins, and candle¬ 
sticks, and pass in procession, the bowing to the Governors being curiously 
formal. This spectacle was witnessed b}' Queen Victoria and Prince Albert 
in 1846. 

Among the more eminent Bluecoat boys are Joshua Barnes, editor of 
Anacreon and Euripides; Jeremiah Markland, the eminent critic, particu¬ 
larly in Greek literat ure ; Camden, the antiquary; Bi.shop St illiugfleet; 
Samuel Richardson, the iiovelLst; Thomas Mi+chell, the translator of ris- 
tophaues; Thomas Barnes, many years editor of the London Times-, Cole¬ 
ridge, Charles Lamb, and Leigh Hunt. 

No boy is admitted before he is seven years old, or after he is nine ; and 
no boy can remain in the school after he is fifteen. King's boys and “Gre¬ 
cians” alone excepted. There are about .500 Governors, at the head of 
whom are the Sovereign and the Prince of Wales. The qualification for a 
Governor is payment of 600Z.— Ibid. 


GENERAL NOTE. 

One bears mwih about, the “ hideous Blue-Latijs of Omnectimt," and is 
accustomed to shudder piously when they arc mentioned. There are 2 )eople 
in America—and even in England !—loho imagine that they wn-e a very 
monument of malignity, pitilessness, and inhumanity ; wherem in reality 
they were about the first swbepino departuke prom judicial atrociiy 
which the “ civiUsed” world had seen. This humane and kiniUy Blue-Law 
, Code, of two hundred and forty years ago, stands all by itself, with ages of 
bloody law on the further side of it, and a century and three-quarters of bloody 
English law on ruis side, of it. 
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Tlieve has never been a time — under the Blue-Laws or any other—when 
'above fouetben crimes were punishable by death in Connecticut. But in 
England, within the memory of men who are still hale in body and mind, TWO 
HUN BEi® AND •rwENXY-lHBEE Crimes were punishable by death !' These 
facts are worth hnowing—and worth thinldng about, too. 

' See Dr. J. Hammond Tmm'buirs Blue Laws, True and False, p. 11. 
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From the German of A. Rosengarten by W. Collett-San dars. 
Crown 8 vo, with Portrait and Facsimile, cloth extra, yr, 6d. 

Artemus Ward’s Works: 

The Works of Charles Farrek Browne, better known as Artemus 
Ward. With Portrait, Facsimile of Handwriting, &c. 

Crown 8 vo, cloth extra, js, 6d. 

Bankers, A Handbook of London: 

'tV ith some Account of their Predecessois, the Early Goldsmiths; toge¬ 
ther with Lists of Hankers from 1677 to 187 6 . B y F, G. Hilton Price. 

Bardsley (Eev. O. W.), Works by: 

English Surnames : Their Sources and Significations. By 
Charles Waheing Bardsley, M.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, yf. 6d. 
Curiosities of Puritan Nomenclature. By Charles W, 

Bardsley. Crown Sy^ cloth extra, js. 6d. __- 

Crown 8 vo, cloth extra, Illustrated, 71 . 6d. 

Bartholomew Fair, Memoirs of. 

By .Henry Morley. New Edition, with One Hundred Illustrations. 
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Imperial 4 to, cloth artra, gilt and gilt edges, w. per volume. 

Beautiful Pictures by British Artists : 

*A Gathering of Favourites from our Picture Galleries. In' Two Series. 

The First Series including Examples by Wilkie, Constable, 
Turner, Molready, TiAndseer, Maclise, E. M. Ward, Frith, 
Sir John Gilbert, Leslie, Ansdell, Marcus Stone, Sir Noel 
Paton, Faed, Eyre Crowe, Gavin O’Neil, and Madox Brown, 
The Second Series containing Pictures by Armitage, Faed, 
Goodall, Hemsley, Horsley, Marks, Nicholls, Sir Noel 
Paton, Pickersgill, G. Smith, Marcus Stone, Solomon, 
Straight, E. M, Ward, and Warren. 

All engraved on Steel in the highest style of Art. Edited, with 
Notices of the Artists, by Sydney Armytage, M.A. 

“ TMs hook is well goi up, and good engravings hy Jeens, Lunth Stocks, and 
others, bring hack to us Royal Academy Exhibitions oj past years ."— Timbs. 

Small 4 to, green and gold, 6s. 6d.; gilt edges, yr. 61, 

Bechstein’s As Pretty as Seven, 

And other German Stories. Collected by Ludwig Bechstein. With 
Additional Tales by the Brothers Grimm, and too Illustrations by 
Richter. 

One Shilling Monthly, Illustrated. 

Belgravia for 1882. 

A New Serial Story, entitled “All Sorts and Conditions of Men,” 
written by Walter B eeant and James RiCE,-i^tliors of “ Readv- 
Money Mortiboy,” Sc./arnTTlki^tetl by Fkkt). pAUNARD, will be 
begun in the January NumbwatHUs LGRAVijL ythis Number will 
contain also the First CKapiers-.^ a nSV ■ i^el, entitled “ The 
Admiral’s Ward,” by Author of “The 

Wooing o’t,” &c. ; and the first oL^^^es of Twelve Papers, entitled 
“ About Yorkshire,” by ftAfHARlNE S. Macquoid, illustrated by 
T. R. Macqi:oid. \ _ 

*„* The FORTY-FIFTH Voluhuof^ELGRAVlA, elegantly bound 
in crimson cloth, full gilt side andba^h^^lt edges, price js.6d., is now 
tyady —Handsome Cases for bin.divg\(olut^can be had at at. each. 

Demy 8vo, tjitli iXustS^ions, ir. 

Belgravia Annual. 

With Stories by Wii.KiE CoLMN.s, A W._,Roi!inson, Dutton Cook 
Percy Fitzckrald, J. ARnuTiiNok Vt^.soN. Henry W. Lucy 
_D. CiiKtsTiK Murray, James PAVNAnd^hers. lo. 

Folio, half-bound boards, Imlia Proofs, air. 

Blake (William): 


_ Etchings from his Works. By W. B. Scott. With tecriptive Text. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustratio^^TTfi^ 

Boccaccio’s Decameron; 

or. Ten Days’ Entertainment. Translated into English, with an Intro¬ 
duction by 'Phomas Wright, Esq., M.A., F.S.A. With Portrait, and 
Stotiiard S beautiful Copperplates. 
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CHATTO Sr* JVINDUS, PICCADILLY. 

Demy 8 vo, Illustrated, uniform in size for binding. 

Blackburn’s (Henry) Art Handbooks: 

Academy Notes, 1875. With 40 Illustrations. ir. 

Academy Notes, 1876. With 107 Illustrations, is. 

Academy Notes, 1877. With 143 Illustrations, is. 

Academy Notes, 1878. With 150 Illustrations, is. 

Academy Notes, 1879. With 146 Illustrations, is. 

Academy Notes, 1880. With 126 Illustrations, ir. 

Academy Notes, 1881. With 128 Illustrations, is. 

Qrosvenor Notes, 1878. With 68 Illustrations. is. 

O-roBvenor Notes, 1876", With 60 Illustrations. ir. 

Qrosvenor Notes, 1880. With 56 Illustrations. is. 

Qrosvenor Notes, 1881. With 74 Illustration.s. i.r. 

Pictures at the Paris Exhibition, 1878. 80 Illustrations, is. 
Pictures at South Kensington. With 70 Illustrations, ir. 

The English Pictures at the National QstUery. 114 lllusts. ir. 
The Old Masters at the National Qallery. 128 lllusts. ir. 61. 
Academy Notes, 1875-79. CoThplete in One Volume, with 

nearly 600 Illustrations in Kicsiriiilt-l Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 6*. 

A Complete Illtistrated Catalogue to the National Gallery. 

With N oles by H. Buackbl kn, ainl 24a lllusts. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, sr. 
UNIFORM IFITII ‘'ACADEMY NOTES." 

Royal Scottish Academy Notes, 1878. 117 Illustrations, is. 

Royal Scottish Academy Notes, 1879. 125 Illustrations, is. 
Royal Scottish Academy Notes, 1880. 114 Illustrations, ix. 
Royal Scottish Academy Notes, 1381. 104 Illustrations, ix. 

Glasgow Institute of Fine Arts Notes, 1878. 95 lllusts. ix. 

Glasgow Institute of Fine Arts Notes, 1879. 100 lllusts. ix. 

Glasgow Institute of Fine Arts Notes, 1880. 120 lllusts. ix. 

Glasgow Institute of Fine Arts Notes, 1881. 108 lllusts. ix. 

Walter Art Gallery Notes, Liverpool, 1878. 112 lllusts. ix. 

Walker Art Gallery Notes, Liverpool, 1879. 100 lllusts. is. 
Walker Art Qallery Notes, Liverpool, 1880. too lllusts. ix. 
Royal Manchesterlnstitutiou Notes, 1878. 88 Illustrations, ix. 
Society of Artists Notes, Birmingham, 1878. 95 lllusts. ix. 
Children of the Great City. By F. W. Lawson, ix. 


Bowers’ (G.) Hunting Sketches: 

Canters in Crampshire. By G. Bowers. I. Gallops from 
Gorscborough. 11 . Scrambles with Scratch Packs. III. Studies with 
Stag Hounds. Oblong 410, half>hound boards, 21X. 

Leaves from a Hunting Journal. By G. Bowers. Coloured in 

facsimile of the originals. Oblong 4to, half-bound, ats. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, yx. 6d. 

Brand’s Observations on Poplar Antiquities, 

chiefly Illustrating the Origin of our Vulgar Customs, Ceremonies, and 
Superstitions. With the Additions of Sir Henry Ellis. An entirely 
New and Revised Edition, with fine full-page Illustrations. 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 


Bret Harte, Works by: 

Bret Harte’s Collected "Works. Arranged and Revised by the 
Author. Complete in Five "Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6 s. each. 
VoL I. Complete Poetical and Dkamatic Works. With Steel Plate 
Portrait, and an Introduction by the Author. 

VoL II. Earlier Papers—Luck of Roaring Camp, and other Sketches 
—Bohemian Papers—Spanish and American Legends. 

Vol. III. Tales op the Argonauts—Eastern Sketches. 

Vol. IV, Gahrikl Conroy. 

Vol. V. Stories—Condensed Novels, &c. 

The Select Works of Bret Harte, in Prose and Poetry. "With 
Introductory Essay by J. M. Bellbw, Portrait of the Author, and so 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, js. td. 

An Heiress of Red Dog, and other Stories. By Bret Harte. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2S .; cloth limp, 2S . 6d . 

The Twins of Table Mountain. By Bret Harte. Fcap. 

8vo, picture cover, is. ; crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

The Luck of Roaring Camp, and other Sketches. By Bret 

Harte. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ax. 

Jeff Briggs’s Love Story. By Bret Harte. Fcap. 8vo, picture 

_ cover, IX. : cloth extra, ax. 6d. 

Small crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with full-page Portraits, 4 s. 6 d, 

^ewster’s (Sir David) Martyrs of Science. 

Small crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Astronomiesd Plates, 4 s. 6 d. 

Brewster’s (Sir D.) More Worlds than One, 

the Creed of the Philosopher and the Hope of the Christian. 


A HANDSOME GIFT-BOOK. - Small 4 to, cloth extra, profusely 
Illustrated, 6x. 

Brushwood. 

By T. Buchanan Read. Illustrated from Designs by Fe ederick 
Dielm a n. ___ ___ 

THE STOTHARD BUNYAN.—Otryms 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, ^s. 6 d. 

Bnnyan’s Pilgrim’s Progress. 

Eidited by Rev. T. Scott. With 17 beautiful Steel Plates by 
Stothard, engraved by Goodall ; and numerous Woodcuts. 

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, ys. 6d. 

Burton’s Anatomy of Melancholy: 

A New Edition, complete, corrected and enriched by Translations of the 
Oassical Extracts. _ _ _ 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, ys. 6 d. 

Byron’s Letters and Journals. 

With Notices of his Life. By Thomas Moore. A Reprint of the 
Original Edition, newly revised, with Twelve fuU-page Plates. 

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, i+i. 

Campbell’s (Sir Q.) White and Black: 

Travels in the United States. By Sir Georgs Campbell, M.P. 
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Demy 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, "js. 6 d. 

Caranan Route (The) between Egypt and 

Syria. By His Imperial and Royal Highness the Archduke Lcdwig 
Salvator of Austria. With 23 full-page Illustrations by the Author. 


Post 8vo, cloth extra, xs. 6 d. 

Carlyle (Thomas) On the Choice of Books. 

With a Life of the Author by R, 11 . Shei’HERD. • Entirely New ana 
Revised hidition. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, yr. 6 d. 

Century (A) of Dishonour ; 

A Sketch of the United States Government’s Dealings with some of 
the Indian Tribes. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, js. €>d. 

Chap-Books.—A History of the Chap-Books 

of the Eighteenth Century. By John Ashton. With nearly 400 
Illustrations, engraved in facsimile of the originals. [/« the press, 

*** A few Large-Paper copies will be carefully printed on hand-made 
paper, for which early application should be made. 

Large 410, half-bound, profusely Illustrated, 28i. 

Chatto and Jackson.—A Treatise on Wood 

Engraving : Historical and Practical. By William Andrew Chatto 
and John Jackson. With an Additional Chapter by Henry G. 
Bohn ; and 450 fine Illustrations. A reprint of the last Revised Eldition. 


Small 4to, cloth gilt, with Coloured Illustrations, lor. 

Chaucer for Children: 

A Golden Key. By Mrs. H. R. Hawbis. With Eight Coloured 
Pictures and numerous Woodcuts by the Author. 


Demy 8vo, cloth limp, ai. 6rf. 

Chaucer for Schools. 

By Mrs. Haweis, Author of “ Chaucer for Children.” 


Crown Svo, cloth limp, with Map and Illustrations, sts. 6d. 

Cleopatra’s Needle: 

Its Acquisition and Removal to England. By Sir J. E. Alexander , 


Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, 71. 6 d, 

Colman’s Humorous Works; 

Broad Grins," " My Nightgown and Slippers," and other Humorous 
Works, Prose and Poetical, of George Colman. With Life by G, 
B. Buckstoke, and Frontispiece by Hogarth. 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 


Post 8 vo, cloth limp, aj. td. 

Convalescent Cookery: 

A Family Handbook. By Catherine Rvan. 


"Conway (Moncure D.), Works by: 

Demonology and Devil-Lore. By Moncure D. Conwav, 

M.A. Two Vols., royal 8 vo, with 65 Illustrations, aSr. 
a. t^eoMace of Stories. By Moncure D. Conway, M.A. 

Illustrated hy W. J. Hennessy. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 61 . 

The Wandering Jew. By Moncure D. Conway, M.A. Crown 
8 vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Thomas Carlyle. By Moncure D. Conway, M.A. With 

Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Two Vols., crown Svo, cloth extra, 21 s. 

Cook (Dutton)—Hours with the Players. 

By Dutton Cook. 


Post Svo, cloth limp, sr. 6 <!'. 

Copyright.—A Handbook of English and 

Foreign Copyright in Literary and Dramatic Works. Being a con¬ 
cise Digest of the Laws regulating Copyright in the Chief Countries 
of the World, together with the Chief Copyright Conventions existing 
between Great Britain and Foreign Countries. By Sidney Jerkolu, 
of the Middle Temple, Esq., Banister-at-Law. 


Crown Svo, cloth extra, ys. 6d. 

Cornwall.—Popular Romances of the West 

of England ; or, The Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions of Old 
Cornwall. Collected and Edited by Robert Hunt, F.R.S. New 
and Revised Edition, with Additions, and Two Steel-plate Illustrations 
by George Cruikshank. 


Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with 13 Portraits, ys. 6d. 

Creasy’s Memoirs of Eminent Etonians; 

with Notices of the Early History of Eton College. By Sir EDWAR 0 
Creasy, Author of “The Fifteen Decisive Battles of the World.” 


Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Etched Frontispiece, ys. 6d. 

Credulities, Past and Present. 

By William Jone.s, F.S.A., Author of “ Finger-Ring Lore,” &c. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s, 

Crimes and Punishments. 

Including a New Translation of Beccaria’s “ Dei Delittl e delle Pene." 
ByjAMES Anson Farreh. 
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CHAjrro wmnus, Piccadilly. 


Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, Two very thick Volumes, 6rf. each. 

Crnikahank’s Comic Almanack. 

Complete in Two Series : The First from 1835 to 184S ; the Second 
from 1844 to 1853. A Gathering of the Best Humour of 
Thackeray, Hood, Mayhew, Albert Smith, A'Beckett, 
Robert Brough, &c. With 2,000 Woodcuts and Steel Engravings 
by Cruikshank, Hine, Landells, &c. 


Two Vols., crown 8 vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 24 ^. 

Cruikshank (The Life of George). 

In Two Epochs. By Blanchard Jeerold, Author of "The Life 
of Napoleon III.,” &c. With numerous Illustrations, and a List of 
his Works. [//« preparation. 


Two Vols., demy 4 to, handsomely bound in half-morocco, gilt, profusely 

Illustrated with Coloured and Plain Plates and Woodcuts, price yj. 

Cyclopaedia of Costume ; 

or, A Dictionary of Dress—Regal, Ecclesiastical, Civil, and Military— 
from the Earliest Period in England to the reign of George the Third.' 
Including Notices of Contemporaneous Fashions on the Continent, 
and a General History of the Costumes of the Principtd Countries of 
Europe. By J. R. Planchb, .Somerset Herald. 

The Volumes may also be had separately (each Complete in itseli) at Li i3f. (td. each 1 
Vol. I. THE DIOTIONAKT. 

Vol. n. A GENERAL HISTORY OF COSTUME IN EUROPE. 

Also in 25 Parts, at SJ. each. Cases for binding, sr. each. 

"A (Otnprehensive and highly valuable book of reference, , . . We have 

rarely failed to find in this book an account of an article of dress, •while in most 
of the entries curious and instructive details are given. . . . Mr. Planchfs 
enormous labour of love, the production of a text which, whether in its dictionary 
form or in that of the * General History f is within its intended scope immeasurably 
the best and richest work on Costume in English. , , , This book is not only 
one of the most readable works of the kind, but intrinsically attractive and 
amusing."—AriiKtijevM. 

“ A most readable and interesting work—and it can scarcely be consulted in 
vain, whether the reader is in search for information as to military, court, 
ecclesiastical, legal, or professional costume. ... All the chromo-lithographs, 
and most of the wtwdcut illustrations—the latter amounting to several thousands 
—are very elaborately executed; attd the work forms a livre de luxe which renders 
it equally suited to the library and the ladies' drawing-room ."— Times. 


Demy 8 vo, cloth extra, xsts. 6d. 

Dorau’s Memories of our Great Towns. 

With Anecdotic Gleanings concerning their Worthies and their 
Oddities. By Dr, John Doran, F.S.A. 


Two Vols., crown 8 vo, cloth extra, 21 J. 

Drury Lane, Old: 

Fifty Years’ Recollections of Author, Actor, and Manager. By 
Edward Stirling. 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY ■ 


Demy 8 vo, cloth, i6s. 

Dutt’s India, Past and Present; 

with Minor Essays on Cognate Subjects. By Shoshes CHtTNOEB 
Dutt, Rii B&b&door. 

Crown 8 vo, cloth boards, 6 s. per Volume. 

Early English Poets. 

Edited, with Introductions and Annotations, by Rev. A. B. Grosart, 
I. Fletcher’s (Giles, B.D.) Com- 3. Herrick’s (Robert) Hesperl- 

? lete Poems: Christ’s Victorie ' des. Noble Numbers, and Complete 

leaven, Christ’s Victorie on Earth, Collected Poems. With Memorial- 

Christ's Triumph over Death, and Introduction and Notes, Steel Por- 

Minor Poems. With Memorial-In- trait. Index of First Lines, and 

troduction and Notes. One Vol. Glossarial Index, &c. Three Vols. 

2. Davies’ (Sir John) Complete 4. Sidney’s (Str Philip) Com- 

Poetical Works, including Psalms I. plete Poetical Works, including all 

to L. in Verse, and other hitherto those in “Arcadia.” With Portrait, 

Unpublished MSS., for the first time Memorial-Introduction, Essay on 

Collected and Edited. Memorial- the Poetry of Sidney, and Notes. 
Introduction and Notes. Two Vols. Three Vols. 


Imperial 8 vo, with 147 fine Engravings, half-morocco, 361 . 

Early Teutonic, Italian, and French Masters 

(The). Translated and Edited from the Dohme Series, by A. H. 
Keane, M.A.l. With numerous Illustrations. 

“ Cannot fail to he of the utmost use to students of art history'' —Times. 

Crown 8 v®, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 6 s. 

Emanuel On Diamonds and Precious 

Stones ; their History, Value, and Properties ; with Simple Tests for 
ascertaining their Reality. By Harry Emanuel, F.R.G.S. With 
numerous Illustrations, Tinted and Plain. 

Crown 8 vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, ^s. 6d. 

Englishman’s House, The: 

A Practical Guide to all interested in Selecting or Building a House, 
with full Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c. By C. J. Richardson. 
■ITiird Edition. With nearly 600 Illustrations. 

Crown 8 vo, cloth extra, with nearly 300 Illustrations, fs. 6d. 

Evolution, Chapters on; 

A Popular History of the Darwinian and Allied Theories of Develop¬ 
ment. By Andrew Wilson, Ph.D., F.R.S. Edin. &c. [In preparation. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6 j. 

Evolutionist (The) At Large. 

By Grant Allen. 

By the same Author. Crown 8 vo, cloth extra, 6 s. 

Vignettes from Nature. 

By Grant Allen. [In preparation. 
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Folio, cloth extra, iij. 6d. 

iszamples of Contemporary Art. 

Etchings from Representative Works by living English and Fordgn 
Artists. Edited, with Critical Notes, by J. Comyns Carr. 

“// would net he easy to meet with a more sumptuous, and at the same time 
a more tasteful astd iststructive drawing-room book." —Nomconvosmist. 

Crown 8 vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, &. 

airholt’s Tobacco: 

Its History and Associations ; with an Account of the Plant and its 
Manufacture, and its Modes of Use in all Ages and Countries. By F. 
W. Fairholt, F.S.A. With Coloured Frontispiece and upwards of 
100 Illustrations by the Author. 

Crown 8 vo, cloth extra, yr. (>d. 

Familiar Allusions: 

A Handbook of Miscellaneous Information ; including the Names of 
Celebrated Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Country Seats, Ruins, 
Churches, Ships, Streets, Clubs, Natural Curiosities, and the like. 
By William A. Wheeler, Author of “Noted Names of Kction; ” 
and Charles G. Wheeler. [/« the press. 

Crown 8 vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 4 r. (>d. 

Faraday’s Chemical History of a Candle. 

Lectures delivered to a Juvenile Audience. A New Edition. Edited 
by W. Crookes, F.C.S. With numerous Illustrations. 

Crown 8 vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 4 J. 6 <f. 

Faraday’s Various Forces of Nature. 

New Edition. Edited byW. Crookes, F.C.S. Numerous Illustrations. 


Crown 8 vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, yr. 6d. 

Finger-Ring Lore: 

Historical, Legendary, and Anecdotal. By Wm. Jones, F.S.A. With 
Hundreds of Illustrations of Curious Rings of all Ages and Countries. 
"One oj those gossiping books which are as pull of amusement cu 0 / instruc- 

ATHEN.BUM. 

Gardening Books: 

A 'Year’s Work in Garden and Greenhouse: Practical Advice 

to Amateur Gardeners as to the Management of the Flower, Fruit, and 
Frame Garden. By Guokgk Glennv, i'ost 8 vo, cloth limp, at. 6d. 

Our Kitchen Garden : The Plants we Grow, and How we 
Cook Thera. By Tom Jerrolb, Author of “The Garden that Paid the 
Kent,” &c. Post 8vo, cloth limp, os. dd. 

Household Horticulture : A Gossip about Flowers, By Tom 
and Jane Jbrrold. Illustrated. Post 8vo, cloth limp, aj. 6 d. 

My Garden Wild, and What I Grew there. By Francis 
George Heath. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, sr. 
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One Shilling Monthly. 

Gentleman’s Magazine (The), for 1882. 

The January Number of this Periodical will contain the First Chapters 
of a New Serial Story, entitled “ Dust,” by JULIAN Hawthorne, 
Author of “Garth,” &c. “Science Notes,” by W, Mattieu 
Williams, F.R.A.S., will also be continued monthly. 

%* Now ready, the Volume for January to June, i88i, cloth extra, 
price 8 x. td.; and Cases for binding, price ss, each. 


Demy 8 vo, illuminated cover, ix. 

Gentleman’s Annual, The. 

Containing Two Complete Novels. \Nbv. 15 . 


THE EUSKIN G/?/;!/.!/.—Square 8 vo, cloth extra, 6s. 6d. ; 
gilt edges, ys. 6d, 

German Popular Stories. 

Collected by the Brothers Grtmm, and Translated by Edgar Taylor# 
Edited with an Introduction by John Ruskin. With 22 Illustrations 
after the inimitable designs of George Cruikshank. Both Scries 
Complete. 

TAe illustrations of this volume • . . are of quite sterling and atitnirahle 
arif of a class precisely parallel in elevation to the character 0/ the tales which 
they illustrate ; atid the original etchingsy as / have before said in the Appendix to 
my * Elements of Drawingf were unrivalled in masterfulness oj touch since Rem* 
hrandt (in some qualities of delineation^unrivallcd even by him), . . . To make 
somewhat enlarged copies of tkeniy looking at them through a magnifying glassy 
and never putting two lutes where Cruikskapik Juts put only one^ ivould he an exer* 
cite in decision and severe drawing which would leave afterwards little to be leatni 
m schools,**—Extract from Iniroductiofi by John Ruskin. 

Post 8 vo, cloth limp, tzs, 6d, 

Glenny’s A Year’s Work in Garden and 

Greenhouse : Practical Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to the Manage¬ 
ment of the Flower, Fruit, and Frame Garden. By George Glenny. 
"A great dea!. of valuabie information, conveyed in very simple language. The 
amateur need not wish for a better guide f’ — Leeds Mercury. 


Crown 8 vo, cloth gilt and gilt edges, ^s. (d. 

Golden Treasury of Thought, The; 

An Encyclopaedia of Quotations from Writers of all Times and 
Countries. Selected and Edited by Theodore Taylor 

New and Cheaper Edition, demy 8 vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, ^s.^d. 

Greeks and Romans, The Life of the, 

Described from Antique Monuments. By Ernst Guhl and W. 
Koner. Translated from the Third German Edition, and Edited by 
Dr. F. Hueffek. With 545 Illustrations. 
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Square i6mo (Tauchnitz size), cloth extra, as. per volume. 


Golden Library, The 

Ballad History of llnglaud. By 
W. C. Bennett. 

Bayard Taylor’s Diversions of 

tlie £cho Club. 

Byron’s Don Juan. 

'-iJmerson’s Letters and Social 

Aims, 

Godwin’s (William) Lives of 

the Necromancers. 

Holmes’s Autocrat of the 

Breakfast Table. Willi au lutroduc- j 
tion by G. A. Sala. i 

Holmes’s Professor at the ! 

Breakfast Table. 

Hood’s Whims and Oddities. 
Complete. With ail the original 11 - 
lustrations. 

Irving’s (Washington) Tales of 
a Traveller. 

Irving’s (Washington) Tales of 

the Alhambra. 

Jesse's (Edward) Scenes and 

Occupations of Country Life. 

Lamb’s Essays of Elia. Both 
Series Complete in One Vol. 

Leigh Hunt’s Essays ; A Tale 

for a Chimney Corner, and other 
Pieces. With Portrait, and Introduc¬ 
tion by Edmund Oi.i.ikr. 


Mallory’s (Sir Thomas) Mort 

[ d’Arthur: The Stories of King Arthur 

I and of the Knights of the Round 
j Table. Edited by B. Montgomeris 
Ranking. 

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A 
New Translation, with Historical In¬ 
troduction and Notes,'by X, M’Csib, 
D.D. 

Pope’s Poetioal Works. Com- 

plete. 

Rochefoucauld's Maxims and 

Moral Reflections. With Notes, and 
an Introductory Essay by Saint B- 
Bkuve. 

St. Pierre’s Paul and Virginia, 

and The Indian Cotmge. Edited, 
with Life, by the Rev. E. Clarke. 

I Shelley’s Early Poems, and 
Queen Mab, with Essay by Leigh 
Hunt. 

Shelley's Later Poems : Laon 
and Cythna, &c. 

Shelley’s Posthumous Poems, 

the Shelley Papers, &c. 

I Shelley’s Prose Works, includ- 

j ing A Refutation of Deism, Zastrozzi 
I St. Irvyne, &c. 

j White’s Natural History of Sel- 

borne. Edited, with Additions, by 
' Thomas Brown, F.L.S. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 41. 6 d. 

Guyot’s Earth and Man; 

or, Physical Geography in its Relation to the History of Mankind. 
With Additions by Professors Agassiz, Pierck, and Gray ; 13 Maps 
and Engravings on Steel, some Coloured, and copious Index. 

Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), Poems by: 

Maiden Ecstasy. Small 410, cloth extra, 8r. 

New Symbols. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6 s. 

Legends of the Morrow. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6 s. 


Medium 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 7s. 6d. 

Hall’s (Mrs. S. C.) Sketches of Irish Character. 

With numerous Illustrations on Steel and Wood by Maclisb, Gil¬ 
bert, Harvey, and G. Cruikshank. 

“ Tkt Irish Sketches ej this lady resemble Miss Mitford’s beautiful English 
’•ketches in ‘ Our Villa^el but they are far more vigorous and ficturesque and 
• Blackwood’s Magazine, 
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BOOJCS PUBLISHED BY 


Haweis (Mrs.), Works by: 

The Art of Dress. By Mrs. H. R. Hawkis. Illustrated by the 
Andior. Small Svo, illustrated cover, ix.; cloth limp, ix. (id. 

*'A wttt-considered attempt to apply canons oj good taste to the costumes 
tf ladies ej our time. .... Mrs. Hccweis writes frankly and to the 
point, she does net mince matters, but boldly remonstrates with her own sex 

on the follies they indulge in . Ire may recommend the book to the 

ladies whom it concerns."—ArrmujEVK. 

The Art of Beauty. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. Square Svo, 

cloth extra, gilt, gilt edges, with Coloured Frontispiece and nearly too 
Illustrations, lox. 6 d. 

The Art of Decoration. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. Square Svo, 
handsomely bound and profusely Illustrated, lox. 6 d. 

•** See also Chaucer, p. 5 of this Catalogue. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, sx. 

Heath (P. G.)—My Garden Wild, 

And What I Grew there. By Francis George Heath, Author of 
“The Fern World,” &c. 

SPECIMENS OF MODERN POETS.—Qxo'un Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 

HeptalOgia (The); or, The Seven against Sense. 

A Cap with Seven Bells. 

“ The merits of the book cannot befairly estimated by means of a feiv extracts ; 
it should be read at length to be appreciated properly, and, in our opinion, its 
merits entitle it to be very widely read indeed." — Sx. Jambs’s Gazbttb. 

Cr. Svo, bound in parchment, Ss. ; Large-Paper copies (only 50 printed), 151 . 

Herbert.—The Poems of Lord Herbert of 

Cherbury. Edited, with an Introduction, by J. Chuhton Collins. 
Complete in Four Vols,, demy Svo, cloth extra, I 2 x. each. 

History of Onr Own Times, from the Accession 

of Queen Victoria to the General Election of 1 S 80 . By Justin 
McCarthy, M.P. 

'‘Criticism is disarmed before a composition which Provokes littlebut approval. 
This is a really pood book on a really interesting subject, and words piled on words 
tmtldsay no more for fX.”—S aturday Revibw. 

New WorkbytheAuihorof" A HISTORY of OUR OWN TIMES." 
Four Vols. demy Svo, cloth extra, 12 s. each. 

History of the Four Georges. 

By Justin McCakthv, M.P. {Inpreparation. 

Crown Svo, cloth limp, with Illustrations, ax. 6d, 

Holmes’s The Science of Voice Production 

and Voice Preservation : A Popular Manual for the Use of Speakers 
and Singers. By Gordon Holmes, L.R.C.P.E. 





CHATTO WINDUS, PICCADILLY. 


13 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, -js. 6d. 

Hood’s (Thomas) Choice Works, 

In Prose and Verse. Including the Cream of the Comic ANNUALS. 
_ Whl^Ldfe of the Author, Portrait, and Two Hundred Illustra tions. 

Square crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 6s. 

Hood’s (Tom) Prom Nowhere to the North 

Pole : A Noah’s Arkteological Narrative, With 35 Illustrations by 
W. Brunton and E. C. Barnes. 

"The amusing leUer/>ress is profusely iniersperserl with ikepngling rhyme* 
which children los/e and learn so easily. Messrs. Brunton and Barnes do full 
7USiice to the writer's menning, and a pleasanter result of the harmonious cO* 
operation of author and artist could not be desired." —Tmw,. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, yr. 6 d. 

Hook’s (Theodore) Choice Humorous Works, 

including his Ludicrous Adventures, Bons-mots, Puns, and Hoaxes: 
With a new Life of the Author, Portraits, Facsimiles, and Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, yr. 

Home’s Orion: 

An Epic Poem in Three Books. By Richard HengiST Hornb, 
With a brief Commentary by the Author. With Photographic Portrait 
from a Medallion by Summers. Tenth Edition. 

Crown Bvo, cloth extra, yr. 6d. 

Howell’s Conflicts of Capital and Labour 

Historically and Economically considered. Being a History and 
Review of the Trade Unions of Great Britain, showing their Origin, 
Progress, Constitution, and Objects, in their Political, Social, Eco¬ 
nomical, and Industrial Aspects. By George Howell. 

" This book is an attempt, and on the whole a successful attempt, to place the 
svotk of trade unions in the past, and their objects in the future, fairly before the 
public from the workingman's point of riew ."— Pall Mall Gaxettk. 

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, szs. 6d. 

Hueffer’s The Troubadours: 

A History of Provencal Life and Literature in the Middle Ages. Fy 
Francis Hueffer. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Janvier.—Practical Keramics for Students. 

By Catherine A. Janvier. 

" IVill be found a useful handbook by those who svish to try the manufetciure 
or decoration of pottery, and may be studied by all who desire to know something 
of the art." — Morning Post. _ 

A New Edition, Revised and partly Re-written, with several New 
Chapters and Illustrations, crown 8vo, cloth extra, ^s. 6d, 

Jennings’ The Rosicrucians: 

Their Rites and Mysteries. With Chapters on the Ancient Fire and 
Serpent Worshippers. By Hargrave J ennings. With Five full- 
page Plates and upwards of 300 Illustrations. 
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Boonrs PUBLISHED BY 


Jeiprold (Tom), Works by: 

Household Horticulture : A Gossip about Flowers. By Tom 
and Jake Jhrrold. Illustrated. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 

Our Kitchen Garden; The Plants we Grow, and How we Cook 
Them. By Tom Jhrkold, Author of “The Garden that Pmd the Rent,” 
&c. Post 8vo, cloth limp, ar. td. 

“ The combination of hints on cookery with gardening has been 7)ery cleverly 
carried out, and the result is an interesting and highly insiructive little work. 
Mr, Jerrold is correct in saying that English fico/ile do not make half the use of 
vegetables they might; and by showing how easily they canbe grown, and so obtained 
fresh, he is doing a great deal to make them more fogular ."— Daii.v Cukonicle. 


Two Vols. 8 vo, with 52 Illustrations and Maps, cloth extra, gilt, 14 J. 

Josephus, The Complete Works of. 

Translated by Whiston. Containing both " The Antiquities of the 
Jews " and “The Wars of the jews." 


Small 8vo, cloth, full gilt, gilt edges, with Illustrations, 6s. 

Kavanaghs’ Pearl Foimtain, 

And other Fairy Stories. By Bridget and JULIA Kavanagh. With 
Thirty Illustrations by J. MoYK Smith. 

•* Genuine new fairy stories of the old type, some of them as delightful as the 
best of Grimm's ‘ German Popular Stories.’ .... For the most pari the 
tiories are downright, thorough-^oing fairy stories of the most admirable hind. 
... Mr, Moyr Smith’s tliustrations, too, are admirable .”— Spkctatoe. 


Square 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 61 . 

Knight (The) and the Dwarf. 

By Charles Mills. With numerous Illustrations by Thomas 
Lindsay. 

Crown 8 vo, illustrated boards, with numerous Plates, 2 i. 6d. 

Lace (Old Point), and How to Copy and 

Imitate it. By Daisy Waterhouse Hawkins. With 17 Illustra¬ 
tions by the Author. 

Crown 8 vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Portraits, 7s. 6d, 

Lamb’s Complete Works, 

In Prose and Verse, reprinted from the Original Editions, with many 
Pieces hitherto unpublished. Edited, with Notes and Introduction, 
by R. H. Shepherd. With Two Portraits and Facsimile of a Page 
of the “ Essay on Roast Pig." 

"A complete edition of Lamb's writings, in prose and verse, has long been 
wanted, and is now supplied. The editor appears to have taken great pains 
to bring together Lamb’s scattered contributions, and his collection contains a 
numberirf pieces which are now reproduced for the first time since their original 
appearance in various eld periodicals .”— Saturday Review. 
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ftrown 8vo, doth extra, with numerous Illustrations, xor. fd. 

Lamb (Mary and Charles): 

Their Poems, Letters, and Remains. With Reminiscences and Notes 
by W. Caeew Hazutt. With Hancock’s Portrait of the Essayist, 
Facsimiles of the Title-pages of the rare First Editions of Lamb's and 
Coleridge's Works, and numerous Illustrations. 

•• Very many iassaget will delight those fond ef literary triflet; hardly any 
portion will fail in interest for lovers of Charles Lamb and his sister ."— Stanoard. 

Small 8vo, doth extra, $3. 

Lamb’s Poetry for Children, and Prince 

Doras. Carefully Reprinted from unique copies. 

“ The quaint and delightful little look, over the recovery of which all the hearts 
ef his lovers are yet warm with rejoicing." —A. C. Swinburnb. 


Crown 8vo, doth extra, 6r. 

Lares and Penates; 

Or, The Background of Life. By Florence Caddy. 

“ TJie 'ivholc hook is well worth rcadin^^ for it is full of fracikal sug’gesiionSa 
a ll'e hofe nohotiy will he ticto) red from taking nf a hook which teaches a 
good deal about siucetenhig poor lives as well as giving grace to wealthy ofies.**’-~ 
GRAi’HIC. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, full gilt, 

Leigh’s A Town Garland. 

By Henry S. Leigh, Author of "Carols of Cockayne." 

“ If Mr. Leigh’s verse survive to a future generation—and there is no reason 
why that honour should slot he accorded productions so delicate, so finished, and so 
full of humour—their author svill probably be rememhered as the Poet oj^iq 
Strand.”— ATHSNMim. 


Second Edition.—C rown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, fir. 

Leisure-Time Studies, chiefly Biological. 

By Andrew Wilson, F.R.S.E., I^ecturer on Zoology and Compara. 
live Anatomy in the Edinburgh Medical School. 

“It is well when we com take up the work of a really qualified investigator, 
who in the intervals of his more serious professional labours sets himself to impart 
kntrtuledge in suck a simple and elementary form as may attract and instrtcct, 
with no danger of misleading the tyro in natural science. Such a work is this 
little volume, made up of essays and addresses written and delivered by Dr, 
Andrew IVilson, lecturer and examiner in science at Edinburgh and Glasgow, at 
leisure intervals in a busy professional life. . . . Dr. Wilson's pages teem vidth 
matter stimulating to a healthy love <f science and a reverence the iruils 
ef Saturday Rbview. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, yr. firf. 

Life in London; 

or. The History of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian Tom. With the 
whole of Cruikshank’s Illustrations, in Colours, after the Originals. 
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CrowH 8vo, cloth extra, dr. 

Lights on the Way: 

Some Tales within a Tale. By the late J. H. ALEXANDER, B, A. 
Edited, with an Explanatory Note, by H. A. PAGE, Author of 
“Thoreau! A Study." 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, ^s, 6^^. 

Longfellow's Complete Prose Works. 

Including “Outre Mer," “Hyperion," " Kavanagh,” “The Poets 
and Poetry of Europe," and “Driftwood.", With Portrait and Illus¬ 
trations by Valentine Bromley. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, yr. td, 

Longfellow’s Poetical Works. 

Carefully Reprinted from the Original Editions. With numerous 
fine Illustrations on Steel and Wood. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, sj. 

Lunatic Asylum, My Experiences in a. 

By a Sane Patient. 

“ Tht story is cUvtr and interesting, sad beyond measure though the sub/ect 
it. There is no personal bitterness, and no violence or anger. Whatever may 
have been the evidence /or our author's madness when he was consigned to an 
asylum, nothing can be clearer than his sanity when he wrote this book; it is 
bright, calm, and to the point." — Si'ECTATOR. 

Demy 8vo, with Fourteen full-page Plates, cloth boards, i8j. 

Lusiad (The) of Camoens. 

Translated into English Spenseri.ui verse by Robert Ffrench Duff, 
Knight Commander of the Portuguese Royal Order of Christ. 

MallockVcW. H.) Works: 

Is Life Worth Living P By William Hurrell Mallock. 

iilew Edition, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

"This deeply interesting volume . It is the most powerful vin¬ 

dication of religion, hoik natural and revealed, that has appeared since Bishop 
Butler wrote, and is much more useful than either the A nalogy or the Ser¬ 
mons of that great divine, as a refutation gf the peculiar form assumed by 
the infidelity of the present day. .... Deeply philosophical as the booh 
is, there is not a heavy page in it. The writer is ‘possessed,’ so to speak, 
with his great subject, has sounded its depths, surveyed it in all its extent, 
and brought to bear on it all the resources of a vivid, rick, and impassioned 
style, as well as an adequate acquaintance with the science, the philosophy, 
and the literature of the day."— Irish Daily News. 

The New Republic; or, Culture, Faith, and Philosophy in an 

English Country House. By W. H. Mallock. Post 8vo, cloth limp, as. 6d. 

The New Paul and Virginia; or, Positivism on an Island. By 

W. H. Mallock. Post 8vo, cloth limp, as. 6d. 

Poems. By W. H. Mallock. Small 4to, bound in parchment, 8r. 

A Romance of the Nineteenth Century. By W. H. Mallock. 
Second Edition, with a Preface. Two Vols., crown 8vo, ajf. 
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Maoquoid (Mrs.), Works by: 

In the Ajrdennes. By Katharine S. Macqooid. With 

so fine Illustrations by Thomas R. Macquoid. Uniform, with " Pictures 
and Legends." Square 8vo, cloth extra, lor. (>d, 

_ "This is another of Mrs. Macquoid's pleasant books of travtl, full ofnse^l 
information, of picturesque descriptions of scenery, and of quaint traditions 
respecting the various Monuments and ruins m/tiek she encounters in her 
tour, ... To such of our readers as arc already thinking about the yearns 
holiday, me strongly recommend the perusal of Mrs, Macquoid’s experiences. 
The book is well illustrated by Mr, Thomas R. Macquoid .”— Graphic. 

Pictures and Legends from Normandy and Brittany. By 
Katharine S. Macoiioio. With numerous Illustrations by Thomas R. 
Macquoio. Square 8vo, cloth gilt, los. 6rf. 

Through Normandy, i>y Katharine S. Macqooid. With 

90 Illustrations by T. R. M acijuoid. Square 8vo, cloth extra, js. td. 

“ 0?ie of the few books mhi( a can be read as a piece of literature, whilst at 
the same tune handy in ihe knapsack ,”— British Quarterly Review. 

Through Brittany. By Katharine S. Macqooid. With 

numerous Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid. Sq. 8vo, cloth extra, js, 6d, 

“ The pleasant companionship which Mrs, Macquoid offers, while wander- 
inf;from otie fnnt oj intenwi to anniher^ seems to throw a renewed charm 
around each ojt-depicted scene ,'’'— Morning Post. 


Mark Twain’s Works: 

The Choice Works of Mark Twain. Revised and Corrected 
throughout by the Author. With Life, Portrait, and numerous Illustra¬ 
tions. Crown 8 VO, cloth extra, qs, bd. 

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. By Mark Twain. With 

100 Illustrations. Small 8vo, cloth extra, 71.6i^. Cheap Edition, illustrated 
boards, 25 . 

A Pleasure Trip on the Continent of Europe: The Innoceuta 
Abroad, and The N ew Pilgrim’s Progress. By Mark Twain. Post Svq, 
illustnated hoards, ar. * 

An Idle Excursion, and other Sketches. By Mark Twain, 

Post 8 vo, illustrated boards, 25. 

The Prince and the Pauper. By Mark Twain. With nearly 
?c>o Illustrations. Crown 8vu, cloth extra, qs, 6d. Uniform with “ A Tramp 
Abroad." \Jn the press. 

The Innocents Abroad; or, The New Pilgrim’s Progress : 

Being some Account of the Steamship “ Quaker City’s ’’ Pleasure Excursion 
to Europe and the Holv l.aiul, with descriptions of Countries, Nations, 
Incidents, and Advemme--, as they appeared to the Author. With 234 
Illustrations. By Mark Twain. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7f. 6rf. Uniform 
with “A Tramp Abroad.’’ 

A Tramp Abroad. By Mark Twain. With 314 Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, qs, bd. 

“ The fun and tenderness of the conception, of which no living man but 
Mark Twain is capable, its grace and fantasy and slyness, the wonderful 
feeling for animals that is manijest in every line, make of all this episode op 
Jim Baker and his jays a piece op soork that is not only delightful as mere 
reading, but also op a high degree of merit as literature, . . . The book is 
full of good things, and coniatns passages and episodes that are equal to the 
funniest of those that have gone before, —^ATHEN.*lfM 
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Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, as. 6d. 

Madre Natura v. The Moloch of Fashion. 

By Luke Limner. With 3a Illustrations by the Author. Fourth 
Edition, revised and enlarg^. 


Handsomely printed in facsimile, price 31. 

Magna Charta. 

An exact Facsimile of the Original Document in the British Museum, 
printed on fine plate paper, nearly 3 feet long by a feet wide, with the 
Arms and Seals emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 


Skf. 6d. per volume. 

« 

Original Plays by W. S. Gii,- 

BERT. First Series. Containing’; 
The Wicked World—Pygmalion ami 
Galatea — Charily — The Princess— 
The Palace of 'J'riith—Trial by Jury. 

Original Plays by W. S. Gil- 

BERT. Seconi> Serifs. Confining; 
Proken Hearts — Engaged — Sweet¬ 
hearts — Daii’l Drucc — Grelchcu—’ 
Tom Cobb—The Sorcerer—H.M.S. 
Pinafore—Tlic J^irate.s of Penzance. 

Carols of Cockayne. By Henry 
S. Lkigh, 

The Book of Clerical Anec¬ 
dotes, By Jacob Lakwood. 

The Agony Column of “ The 
Times,” from 1800 to 1870. Edited, 
with an Introduction, by Ai.ice Ci.av, 

The Cupboard Papers. By 
Fin-Bkc. 


Post 8vo, cloth limp, 

Mayfair Library, The 

The New Republic. By W. H. 
Mallock. 

The New Paul and Virginia. 

By W. H. Mallock. 

The True History of Joshua 

Davidson, By E. Lynn Linton. 

Old Stories Re-told. By Walter 
Thornbury. 

Thoreau : His Life and Aims. 
By H. A. Page. 

By stream and Sea. By Wil¬ 
liam Senior. 

leuK d’Esprit Edited by Henry 

S. Leigh. 

Puniana. By the lion. Hugh 
Rowlev. 

More Puniana. By the Hon. 
Hugh Rowlev. 

Puck on Pegasus. By H. 

Cholmondelky-Pennbll. 

The Speeches of Charles 
Dickens. . 

Muses of Mayfair, Edited by 
H, Cholmondeley-Pennell. 
Gastronomy as a Fine Art, By 
Buillat-Savakin. 

The Philosophy of Hand¬ 
writing. By Don Felix dk Sala¬ 
manca. 

Curiosities of Criticism. By 
Henry J. Jennings. 

Literary Frivolities, Fancies, 

Follies, Frolics. By W. T. Dobson. 
Pencil and Palette. By Robert 
Kempt. 

Latter-Day L3rrlos. Edited by 
W. Davenport Auams. 

•** Other Vulumes 


i Pastimes and Players. By 
I Robert Macgrkgor. 

I Melancholy Anatomised: A 

Popular Abridgment of " Burton’s 
Anatomy of Melancholy.” 

Quips and Quiddities. Selected 
by W. Davenport Aoams. 

Leaves from a Naturalist’s 
Notc-Book. By Andrew Wilson, 
F.R.S.E. 

The Autocrat of the Break¬ 
fast-Table. By Oliver Wendell 
Hoi.mes. Illustrated by J. Gordon 
Thomson. 

Balzao’s “ Comddie Humaine ” 
and its Author. With Translations 
by H. H. Walker. 

art in /re/aration. 
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Small 8vo, cloth limp, with Illustrations, 2 j. 6rf. 

Miller’s Physiology for the Young; 

Or, The House of Life: Human Physiology, with its Applications to 
the Preservation of Health, For use in Classes and Popular Reading. 
With numerous Illustrations. By Mrs. F. Fenwick Miller. 

"An admirable introduction to a subject which all who value health and enjoy 
lift should have at their fingers’ ends.” —Echo, 


Milton (J. L.), Works by: 

The Hygiene of the Skin. A Concise Set of Rules for the 

Management ot the Skin; with Directions for Diet, Wines, Soaps, Baths, 
See. By J. L. Mii.ton, Senior Surgeon to St. John’s Hospital. Small 
8 vo, ir.; cloth extra, is, (id. 

The Bath in Diseases of the Skin. Small 8vo, ir.j cloth extr,", 

is/'^. 


Square 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, 7s. 6d. 

North Italian Folk. 

By Mrs. Comyns Carr. Illustrated by Randolph Caldecott. 

•• A delightfulbook, of a kind which is far too rare. If anyone wants to really 
know ike North Italian folk, we can honestly advise Him to omit the journey ^ and 
read Mrs. Carr*s Pa^es instead. . . Description with Mrs. Carr ts a real ffft, • 
It is rarely that a book is so happily Contemporary Review, 

NEW OP'ELS. 

A NEW NOVEL BY OHIDA. 

The 'J’itle of which will shortly ho announced. 3 vols., crown 3 vo. 

SOMETHING IN THE CITY. 

By OiiOKGE Algustu-S Sala. 3 vols. crown 8vo. 

GOD AND THE MAN. 

By Robert Buchanan, Author of “ The Shadow of the Sword,” &c. 3 vols. 
crown 8vo. With ii Illustrations by Fred. Baknaku. 

THE COMET OP A SEASON. 

By Ju.sTiN McCarthy, M.P., Author of ‘‘Miss Misanthrope.” 3 vols., 
crown 8vo. 

JOSEPH’S COAT. 

By David Christie MtiKRAv, Author of ‘‘A Life’s Atonement,” &c. With 
12 IIIusir.atioiis by Fred. Barnarh. 

PRINCE SARONI’S WIPE, and other Stories. 

By Jtii-iAN Hawthorne. 3 vols., crown 8vo. 

A HEART’S PROBLEM. 

By Charles Ghuion, Author of " Robin Gray,” See. 2 vols. crown 8 vo. 

THE BRIDE’S PASS. 

By Sarah Tvtler, 2 vols., crown 8vo. 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Vignette Portraits, price 6 s, per Vol, 

Old Dramatists, The: 


Ben Jonson’a Works. 

With Notes, Critical and Explanatory, 
and a Biographical Memoir by Wil¬ 
liam Gifford. Edited by Colonel 
CuNKiNGHAM. Three Vols. 

Chapman’s Works. 

Now First Collected. Complete in 
Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the Plays 
complete, including the doubtful ones; 
Vol. II. the Poems and Minor Trans¬ 
lations, with an Introductory Essay 


by Algrrnom Charles Swinburne. 
Vol. III. the Translations oi the Iliad 
and Odys.sey. 

Marlowe’s Works. 

Including his Translations. Edited, 
with Notes and Introduction, by Col. 
Cunningham. One Vol. 
Massinger’s Plays. 

From the Text of William Gifford. 
With the addition of the Tragedy of 
" Believe as you List.” Edited by 
Col. Cunningham. One Vol. 


O’Shaughnessy (Arthur) Works by: 

Songs of a Worker. By Ar'jtiur O’Siiaugiine.s.sv. Fean. 
8vo, cloth extra, 7^. 6rf. 

Music and Moonlight. By Arthur O’Shauciinessy. Fcap. 

8vo, cloth extra, 7J. 61/. 

Lays of Prance. By Arthur O’Shaughnessy. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, tor. 6ii. 


Strathmore. 

OhandoB. 

Under Two Flags. 
Idalia. 

Cecil Castlemaine. 
Triootrin. 

Puck. 

PoUe Ferine. 

Dog of Flanders. 


By OuiDA. 
Two Wooden Shoes. By Ouida. 


Crown 8vo, red cloth extra, 51. each. 

Ouida’s Novels.—Library Edition. 

Held in Bondage. By Ouida. Fascarel. 

By Ouida. 

By Ouida. 

By Ouida. 

By Ouida. 

By Ouida. 

By Ouida. 

By Ouida. 

By Ouida. 

By Ouida. 


Signa. 

In a Winter City. 
Ariadne. 
Friendship. 
Moths. 
Piplstrello. 


By Ouida. 
By Ouida. 
By Ouida. 
By Ouida. 
By Ouida. 
By Ouida. 


A Village Commune. By Ouida, 


*,* Also a Cheap Edition of all but the last two, post 8vo, illustrated 
boaids, as. each. 


Post 8vo, cloth limp, is. 6 d. 

Parliamentary Procedure, A Popular Hand 

book of. By Henry W. Lucy. 


Large 410, cloth extra, gilt, beautifully Illustrated, 31J. 6 d. 

Pastoral Days; 

Or, Memories of a New England Year. By W. Hamilton Gibson, 
With 76 Illustrations in the highest style of Wood Engraving. 

“ The volume contains a f>rose poem, with illustrations in the shape of wood 
engravings more i'eauii/ulthan it can well enter into the hearts ofmoii men to 
conceive. ”— Scotsm an . 
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Library Editions, mostly Illustrated, crown 8\ro, cloth extra, 31. (d. each. 

Piccadilly Novels, The. 

paualar Sitorietf hS tfie 9 utl^iirit. 


Maid, Wife, or Widow? By 
Mrs. Alexandbr. 

Keady-Money Mortiboy. By 
W. Bksant and Jambs Rice. 

My Little Girl. By W. Bksant 

and James Rice. 

The Case of Mr. Ltioraft. By 
W. Besant and James Rice. 

This Son of Vulcan. By W. 

Besant and James Rice. 

With Harp and Crown. By W. 

Besant and James Rick. 

The Golden Butterfly. By W. 

Besant and James Rice. 

By Celia’s Arbour. By W. | 
Besant and James Rice. I 

The Monks of Thelema. By ' 

W. Besant and James Rice. ' 

'Twas in Trafalgar’s Bay. By 
W. Besant and James Rice. 

The Seamy Side. By Walter, 
Besant and James Rice. 

Antonina. By Wilkie Collins, i 
BasU. By Wilkie Collins. j 
Hide and Seek. W. Collins. 
The Dead Secret W. Collins. ' 
Queen of Hearts. W. Collins. 
My Miscellanies. W. Collins. 
The Woman in White. By 
Wilkie Collins. 

JKho Moonstone. W. Collins. 
Man and Wife. W. Collins. ; 
Poor Miss Pinch. W. Collins. ; 
Miss or Mrs. ? By W. Collins, j 
The New Magdalen. By Wilkie j 

COIXINS, ] 

The Frozen Deep. W. Collins. ^ 
The Law and the Lady. By 1 
Wilkie Collins. ' 

The Two Destinies. By Wilkie ! 

Collins. 

The Haunted Hotel. ByWiLKiE 1 
Collins. i 

The Fallen Leaves. By WAkib 

Collins. 

Jezebel’s Daughter. W. Collins. 
Deceivers Ever. By Mrs, H. 
Lovett Cameron. 


Juliet’s Guardian. By Mrs. H. 
Lovett Cameron. 

Felicia. M. Betham-Edwards. 
Olympia. By R. E. Francillon. 
The Capel Girls. By Edward 

G’ARRKTT 

Robin Gray. Charles Gibbon. 
For Lack of Gold. By Charles 
Gibbon. 

In Love and War. By Charles 

Gibbon. 

What will the World Say P By 
Charles Gibbon. 

For the King. Charles Gibbon. 
In Honour Bound. By Charles 

Gibbon. 

Queen of the Meadow. By 
Charles Gibbon. 

In Pastures Green. By Charles 

Gibbon. 

Under the Greenwood Tree. 

By Thomas Hardv. 

Garth. By Julian Hawthorne. 
Ellice Quentin. By Julian 

Hawthokne. 

Thornicroft’s Model. By Mrs. 
Pi .. W. Hunt. 

Fated to be Free. By Jean 

Ingelow. 

Confidence. Henry James, Jun. 
The Queen of Connaught. By 

VT A UWTW'T'f* T A A/ 

The Dark Colleen. By H. Jay. 
Number Seventeen. By Henry 

IWGSLRY 

Oakshott Castle. H, Kingsley. 
Patricia Kemball. By E. Lynn 
Linton. 

The Atonement of Leam Dun< 

das. By E. Lvnn Linton. 

The World Well Lost. By E. 
Lvnn Linton. 

Under which Lord? By E. 
Lynn Linton. 

With a Silken Thread. By E. 
Lvnn Linton, 

The Waterdale Neighbours. 
By Justin McCarthy. 
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Piccadilly Novels— continued . 

My Enemy’s Daughter. By 

Justin McCarthy. 

Ltnley Boohford. By Justin 

A Pair Saxon. J. McCarthy. 
Dear Lady Disdain. By Justin 
McCarthy. 

Mias Misanthrope. By J ustin 

McCarthy. 

Donna Quixote. J. McCarthy. 
Quaker Cousins. By Agnes 
Macroneli.. 

Lost Eose. By Katharine S. 

61 ACQUOID. 

The Evil Eye. By Katharine 
S. Macquoid. 

Open 1 Sesame I By Florence 

Marryat. 

Written in Fire. F. Marryat. 
Touch and Go. ByjEAN Mid- 

DI-EMASS. 

A Life’s Atonement. By D. 

Christie Mrkkav. 

Whiteladies. Mrs, Oliphant. 
The Best of Husbands. By 
James Payn. 


Fallen Fortunes. James Payn. 
Halves. By |ames Payn. 
Walter’s Word. James Payn. 
What Ho Cost Her. J. Payn. 
Less Black than we're Painted. 
By James Pavh. 

By Proxy, By James Payn. 
Under One Eoof. James Payn. 
High Spirits. By James Payn. 
Her Mother’s Darling. By Mrs. 
J. H. Rmniii,!,. 

Bound to the Wheel. By John 
Sauniheks. 

Guy Waterman. J. .Saunders 
One Against the World. 

John Saunders. 

The Lion in the Path. 

John Saunders. 

The Way We Live Now. 

Anthony Tkoi.i.ove. 

The American Senator. 

Anthony Trollofk. 

Diamond Cut Diamond. By 
T. A. Trolloi’k, 


NKIF rOAfWAV OF "THF. FICCADILLY NOVELS." 


Put Yourself in his Place. l!y 

Chari.bs Readk. 

A Confidential Agent. By 

James 1’ayn. With if Illustmlioiis. 
The Violin-Player. By Bertha 
T'mom.sp. 

Queen Cophetua. By R. E. 

Fkancili ok. 

The Leaden Casket. By Mrs. 

Ai.FKiiD Hunt. 

Carlyon’s Year. ByJ. Pavn. 
The Ten Years’ Tenant,' and 

other Stories. By .W.ti.TEit I’.e-Sant 
nml James Rice. 

A Child of Nature. By Robert 
Buchanan. 

Cressida. By Bertha Thomas. 
From Exile. By James Payn. 


Sebastian Strome. By J ui.ian 

HAWTIff’K.'.i:. 

The Black Bobe. IJy Wilkie 

(.'oj ElN.s. 

Archie Lovell. T>y Mls. An me 

Ehwa RDE.S. 

“My Love!” By E. Lynn 
Linton. 

Lost Sir Masslngberd. Bv Ja.mes 

Tavn. 

The Chaplain of the Fleet. By 
Wal'j'er Bus \nt anil James Rice. 

Proud Maisie. By Bertha 
Thomas. 

The Two Dreamers. By John 

Saundkks. 

What She Came through. By 

Sarah Tytlkr. 


Crown 8vo, clotli extra, 6 s , 

Planche—Songs and Poems, from 1819 to 1879 . 

ByJ. R. Planche. Edited, with an Introduction, by his Daughter, 
Mrs. Mackarness. 
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Post 8vo, illustrated boards, sr. each. 

Popular Novels, Cheap Editions of. 

[Wilkie Collins’ Novels and Besant and Rice’s Novels may also be had n 
cloth limp at ss. 6d. See, tea, the Piccadilly Novels, for LUrary Editiont.^ 


r . -'ddences. Hamilton A’iDi!:. 
Uctrr of Carrlyon. II. AidB, 
Maid, Wlfa, or Widow P By 
Mrs. Alexander. 

Ready-Money Mortiboy. By 

Walter Besant and James Rick. 
With Harp and Crown. By 
Walter Besant and James Kick. 
This Son of Vulcan. By W. 

Besant and Jambs Rice. 

My Little Girl. By the same. 
The Case of Mr. Lucraft. By 

Walter Besant and James Rjce. 

The Golden Butterhy. By W. 

Besant and Jambs Rice. 

By Celia’s Arbour. By V/ alter 

ilirSANTUlul J .AMJt.S KiCrt. 

The Monks of Thelema. By 
Walter Besant and James Rice. 
’Twaa in Trafalgar’s Bay. By 
Waltkk Bk.sant and Jamks Kick. 
Seamy Sjde. Besant and Rice. 
Grantley Grange. By SiiKLSEEy 

I'kauchamp. 

An Heiress of Red Hog. By 

Bi.-kt Haetk. 

The Luck of Roaring Camp, 
liy Bskt Harti'. 

Gabriel Conroy. Bret Harte. 
Surly Tim. By F. E. Burnett. 
Deceivers Ever. By Mrs. L. 
Camkkon. 

Juliet’s Guardian. By Mrs. 
Lovett Cameron. 

The Cure of Souls. By Mac- 

la ken Cobra N, 

The Bar Sinister. By C. 
Allston Collins. 

Antonina. By WilkieCollins, 
Basil. By Wilkie Collins. 
Hide and Seek. W, Collins. 
The Dead Secret. W. Collins. 
Queen of Hearts. W. Collins. 
My Miscellanies. W. Collins. 
Woman In White. W. Collins. 
The Moonstone. W. Collins. 


I Man and Wife. W. Collins. 
j Poor Miss Flnoh. W. Collins. 
i Mias or Mrs. P W. Collins. 
j New Magdalen. W. Collins. 
i The Frozen Deep. W. Collins. 

’ LawandtheLady. W.CoLi.iNS. 

! Two Destinies. W. Collins. 

; Haunted. Hotel. W. Collins. 
Fallen Leaves. By W.Collins. 
Leo. By Dutton Cook. 

. A Point of Honour. By Mrs. 

I Annie Edwardks. 

‘ ArchieliOvell. MrsA.EowAROES 
I Felicia. M. Betham-Edwards. 

! Roxy. By Edward Egoleston. 

' Polly. By Bf.rcv Fiizoi-.kald. 

' Bella Donna. B. Fitzoerai.!). 

1 Never Forgotten. Fri ztiERALU. 

; The Second Mrs. Tillotson. By 
1 J>i'Kcv Kitznhuai.d. 

. Seventy-FiveBrookeStraet. By 

I Tekcy I*'it/,(;i;i<ald. 

i Filthy Lucre. By Albany dk 

I Konblanqub. 

I Olympia. By R. E. Francillon. 
I The Capel Girls. By Edward 

; Garrett. 

; Robin Gray. By Chas. Gibbon. 

; For Lack of Gold. C. Gibbon. 

' What will the World Say ? By 

I Charles Gibbon. 

I In Honour Bound. C. Gibbon. 

I The Dead Heart. By C. Gibbon. 
' In Love and War. C. Giblon, 
j For the King. By C. Gii:bon. 

I Queen of the Meadow. By 
Charles Gibbon. 

Dick Temple. By James 

Grbknwood. 

Every-day Papers. By Andrew 
Hai.liday. 

Paul Wynter’a Sacrifice. By 
Lady Dukfus Hardv. 

Under the Greenwood Tree. 
By Thomas Hardv. 
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PorvhAR Novels— 


Garth. By Julian Hawthorne. 
Golden Heart By Tom Hood. 
IheHxtncbbaolE ofHotreDame. 

By Victor Hugo. 

Thomicroft’a ModeL By Mrs. 
Alfred Hunt. 

Fated to be Free. By Jean 

Ingrlow. 

Confidence. By Henry James, 

Jun. 

The Queen of Connaught. By 
Harriett Jav. 

The Dark Colleen. By H. Jay. 
Number Seventeen. By Henry 
Kingsley. 

Oakshott Castle. H. Kingsley. 
Patricia Eemball. By E. Lynn 

Linton. 

Learn Dundas. E.LynnLinton. 
The World WeU Lost. By E. 
Lynn Linton. 

Under which Lord ? By E. 

X.YNN Linton. 

The Waterdale Neighbours. 

By Justin McCarthy. 
DearLadyUlsdaln. By the same. 
My Lnemy’s Daughter. By 
Justin McCarthy. 

A Fair Saxon. J. McCarthy. | 
Linley Koohford. McCarthy. 
Miss Misanthrope. McCarthy. 
Donna Quixote. J. McCarthy. 
The Evil Bye. By Katharine 
S. Macquoid. 

Lost Kose. K. S. Macquoid. 
Open! Sesame I By Florence 

Marry AT. 

Harvest of Wild Oats. By 
Florence Marryat. 

A Little Stepson. F. Marryat. 
Fighting the Air. F. Marryat. 
Touch and Go. By Jean 
Middlemass. 

Mr. Dorillion. J. Middlemass. 
Whiteladles. ByMrs.OLiPHANT. 
Held in Bondage. By Ouida. 
Strathmore. By Ouida. 
OhandoB. By Ouida. 

Under Two Flags. By Ouida. 
Zdalla. By Ouida. 


Cecil Castlemaine. By Ouida. 
Triootrin. By Ouida. 

Puck. By Ouida. 

FoUe Farine. By Ouida. 

A Dog of Flanders. By Ouida. 
Pascarel. By Ouida. 

Two Little Wooden Shoes. By 
Signa. By Ouida. [Ouida. 
In a Winter City. By Ouida. 
Ariadne. By Ouida. 
Friendship. By Ouida. 

Moths. By Ouida. 

Lost Sir Massingberd. J. Payn. 
A Perfect Treasure, j. Payn. 
Bentinck’s Tutor. By [. Payn. 
Murpby’s Master. ByJ. Payn. 
A County Family. ] 5 y J. Payn. 
At Her Mercy. By J. 1 ’ayn. 
AWoman’sVengeance. J.Payn. 
Cecil’s Tryst. By James Pa vn. 
The Clyffards of Clyffe. J.Payn. 
Family Scapegrace. J. Payn. 
The Foster Brothers. J. Payn. 
Found Dead. By James 1 ’ayn. 
Gwendoline’sHarvest. J.Payn. 
Humorous Stories. J. Payn. 
Like Father, Like Son. J.Payn. 
A Marine Eesidence. J. Payn. 
Married Beneath Him. J. Payn. 
Mirk Abbey. By Jame.s 1 ’ayn. 
Not Wooed, but Won. J. Payn. 
Two HundredPoundsReward. 
By James Payn. 

Best ol Husbands. By J. Payn. 
Walter’s Word. By J. Payn. 
Halves. By James Payn. 
Fallen Fortunes. By J. Payn. 
What He Cost Her. J. Payn. 
Less Black than We’re Fainted. 
By James Payn. 

By Proxy. By James Payn. 
Under One Hoof. By J. Payn. 
High Spirits. By Jas. Payn. 
Paul FerroU. 

Why P.Ferroll Killed his Wife. 
The Mystery of Marie Roget. 
By Edgar A. Poe. 
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Popular iVovels— continued, 

Pat Yoftiraelf in Ms Place By 

Charles Rkaoe, 

Hep Mottiep’s Darling. By Mrs. 
J. H. Riddell. 

Q-asllght and Daylight. By 

Georgs Augdstus Sala. 

Bound to the WheeL By John 

Saunders. 

Q-uy Waterman. J. Sattnders. 
One Against the World. By 
John Saunders. 

I'he Iiion in the Path. By John 

and Katkerins Saunders. 

A Match in the Dark. By A. 

Sketchley. 


{ Tales for the Marines. By 
i Waltbr Thornburv. 

I The Way wo Llye Now. By 

Anthony Trollors. 

The Amerioan Senator. Ditto. 
Diamond Out Diamond. Ditto. 
A Pleasure Trip in Europe. 

By Mark Twain. 

I Tom Sawyer. ByMARKT wain. 

} An Idle Exeursion. M.TWain. 
i Sabina. By Lady Wood. 

I Castaway. By Edmund Yates. 

‘ Forlorn Hope. Edmund Yates. 
Land at Last. Edmund Yates. 


Fcap. 8vo, picture covers, xs. each. 

Jeff Briggs’s Love Story. By Bret IIaRTE. 

The Twins of Table Mountain. By Bret Harte. 

Mrs. Gainsborough’s Diamonds. By Julian Hawthorne. 
Kathleen Mavourneen. By the Author of “That Lass o’ ^wrie’s." 
Lindsay’s Luok. By the Author of “ That Lass o’ Lowrie’s.” 
Pretty Polly Pemberton. By Author of “ That Lass o’ Lowrie’s.” 
Trooping with Crows. By Mrs. PiRKis. 

The Professor’s Wife. By I.eonard Graha m. __ 

thrown 8vo, cloth extra, 61-. 

Payn.—Some Private Views. 

Essays contributed to The Nineteenth Century and to The 
Times. B/ JAMES Payn. Author of “ High Spirits,” “ By Proxy," 
'■ Lost Sir VlassuiJbBrd,” Ac. _ {Nearly ready. 

Two Vols. 8vo, cloth extra, with Portraits, lOJ. (>d. 

Plutarch’s Lives of Illustrious Men. 

Translated from the Greek, with Notes, Critical and Historical, and a 
I.ife of Plutarch, by JOHN and WiLy^ Lan ghorn e.__ 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Portrait and Illustrations, yr. 6<f. 

Poe’s Choice Prose and Poetical Works. 

With Baudelaire’s " Essay.” 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ^s. 6d. 

Primitive Manners and Customs. 

By James A. Farrer. _ _ _ 

Small 8vo, cloth extra, with 130 illustrations, 3J. 6d. 

Prince of Argolis, The: 

A Story of the Old Greek Fairy_TiiM._ By J. Moyr Smith. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, yr. 6d. 


Pursuivant of Arms, Thej 

or, Heraldry founded upon Facts. By J 
Herald. With Coloured Frontispiece and 


, R. Planche, Somerset 
200 Illustrations. 
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Proctor’s (R. A.) Works: 

Sasy Star Lessons. With Star Maps for Every NigWl in the 
Year, Drawings of the Constellations, &c. By Richard A. Rsoctor. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, (is. 

Familiar Science Studies. By Ricuaru A. Proctor. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, ^s. td. \^l7i the press. 

Saturn and its System, By Richard A. Proctor, New and 

Revised Edition, demy Svo, cloth extra, loj. (d. [/« preparntion.7 

Myths and Majrvels of Astronomy. By Rich. A. Proctor, 
Author of “Other Worlds than OursJ*® 27 ~€*own Byo,cloth extra. 6r. 
Pleasant Ways in Science. By R. A. ProCt»r. Cr.8vo,cl.ex.6j. 
Bough Ways made Smooth: A Series of PWilit^&says on 
Scientific Subjects. By R. A. Proctok. Crown 8yo^loyt.«<tra, 6*. 
Our Place among Xnflnitiesj A Series~oi contrasting 

our Little Abode in Space and mrith th n lur ii irf ir- Around us. By 

Richard A. Proctor. Crown/ 8 'Po 7 cloth extra, 6r, 

The Expanse of Heaven yK Series of Essays on the Wonders 
of the Firmament. By RiciiUrd A. Proctor. -Gisowh 8vo, cloth, 6r. 
Wages and Wants of Science. Workeia. By Richard A. 

Pkoctor. Crown Svo, ix. 6 d. 


own Svo, cloth gilt, with numerous IHustratV 
executed Chart of the various Spectr 


Crown Svo, cloth extra, with fKusti^6h!^.Oir. 6<f. 

Rabelais’ Works. 

Faithfully Translated from the French, with jwiorum Notes, and 
numerous characteristic Illustrations by G{ktav&*Dore. 

pns,^^d a beautifully 
7r.r6^. 

Rambosson’s Popular Astroii<^y<- 

By T. Rambosson, Laureate of the Institute or Frani^ Translated 
by C. B. Pitman. Profusely Illustrated. 

Second Edition, Revised, Crown Svo, 1,200 pageir-hail-roxburghe, 12s. 6 d, 

Hfeeader’s Handbook (The 

fcrenees, Plots, and Stories. By th( ’ ^ 


b elDf 


f Alluilai^, Re- 


r. l.’>r» wor. 


Crown Svo, cloth 

Richardson’s (Dr.) A Ministry of Health, 

and other Papers. By Benjamin Ward Rich.\rdson, M.D., &c. 


Rimmer (Alfred), Works by: 

Our Old Country Tovms. With over 50 Illustrations. By 

Aifkkd Rimmkr. Square Svo, cloth extra, gill, lox. (d. 

Kambles Round Eton and Harrow. By Aij'kkd Rimmer. 
"Willi 50 Illustrations by the Author. Square Svo, cloth gilt, lox. Cut. 

About England with Dickens. With Illustraiious by Atfred 

Kimmkr and C. A. Vanuerhooi', Sij. Svo, cloth gilt, los. Cut. {/n the press. 

Handsomely printed, price 55. 

Rbll of Battle Abbey, The;" 

or,“;flMji|t of the Principal Warriors who came over from Normandy 
with Wllnam the Conqueror, and Settled in this Country, A.D. 1066-7. 
With the principal Arms emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 
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Two Vols., large 4to, profusely Illustrated, half-morocco, x 6 s. 

Rowliindson, the Caricaturist. 

A Sele< iion from his Works, with Anecdotal Descriptions of his Famous 
Caricatures, and a Sketch of his Life, Times, and Contemporaries. 
With nearly 400 Illustrations, mostly in Facsimile of the Originals. By 
JosKPH Grego, Author of "James Gillray, the Caricaturist; his Life, 
Works, and Tunes." 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, profusely Illustrated, 41. 6 d. each, 

“ Secret Out ” Series, The. 


The Pyrotechnist’s Treasuiy; 

or, CoTuplcie Art Making Fire¬ 
works. Uy Thomas Kentish, With 
numerous Tllusiraiions. 

The Art of Amusing r 
A Collection of Graceful Arts, Games, 
Trick.s, Puzzles, and Charades. By 
Frank Brli.hw. 300 Illustrations. 

Hanky-Panky : 

Very Easy IVicks, Vgrry Difficult 
Tricks, White Mimic. Slelghr of Hand, 
Edited )>y W. H.Ckkmek. 300 Illusts, 

The Merry Circle: 

A Book of New fuvc.llcclual Games 
and Amu>cmcnis. Ity Ci-araBkli.ew. 
Many lllustnuions 


Magician’s Own Book: 

Performances with Cups and Balls, 
Eggs, Hats, Handkerchiefs, &c. All 
from Actual Experience. Edited by 
W. H. Cgbmrr. 200 Illustrations. 
Magic No Mystery: 

Tricks with Cards, Dice, Balls, &c., 
with fully descriptive Directions ; the 
Art of becret Writing; Training of 
Perforauag Animals, &c. Coloured 
Frontispiece and many Illustrations .'% 

The Secret Out: 

One Th ousand Tricks with Cards, and 
other Recreations : with Entertaining 
Experiments in I>rawing-r,oom or 
‘White Magic." By W. H, Ckrmbr. 
300 Engravings. 


Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 6 j. 

Senior’s Travel and Trout in the Antipodes. 

An Angler s Skttchev in Tasmania and New Zealand. By WlELlAM 
Senior ("Red Spinner"), Author of “ By Stream and Sea." 


Shakespeare 

ShaKeopoare, The First Polio. Mr. William Shakespeare’s 

Conietlics, Histories, and Tragedies. Published according to the tiue 
O'pics. Loudon, Printed by Isaac Jaggard and Ed. HhouNT, 
—A Reproduction of the extremely rare original, in reduced facsimile 
by a ^ihotoirniphic pt<*eess —ensurmg the strictest accuracy in every detail. 
•SfuaJJ " VO, haif-Roxbnrghe, 7s. 6f:f. 

Shakespeare, The Lansdowne. Beautifully printed in red 

and bla- k, in smaU but very clear type. With engraved facsimile cf 
Dkcixshout's Portrait, Post 8vo, clotli extra, js, 6 d, 

ShaUespe-are for Children: Tales from Shakespeare. By 
Chaklb.s and Mary Lamb. With numerous Illustrations, coloured and 
plain, by J. Moyk Smith. Crown 4to, cloth gilt, ios. 6 d. 

Shakespeare Music, The Handbook of. Being an Account 

350 Pieces of Music, set to Words taken from the Plays and Poems of 
bhakaspcire, the compositions ranging from the Elizabethan Age to the 
PrcM.nt Tuiitt. By Alfred Roffe. 4to, half-Roxburghe» 7^. 

Shakespeare. A Study of. By Algernon Charles Swin- 

hUfcNE, Crowa Svo, cloA extra, 8f. 
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Crown 8vo, doth extra, gilt, with lo full-page Tinted Illustrations, js. 6 d, 

Sheridsin’s Complete Works, 

with Life and Anecdotes. Including bis Dramatic Writings, printed 
from the Original Editions, his Works in Prose and Poetry, Transla¬ 
tions, Si;>eeches, Jokes, Puns, &o. ; with a Collection of Sheridaniana. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with loo Illustrations, js. 6 d. 

Signboards: 

Their History. With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns and Remarkable 
Characters. By Jacob Lakwood and John Camden Hotfen. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 6 s, 6 d. 

Slang Dictionary, The: 

Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. An Entirely New 
Edition, revised throughout, and considerably Enlarged. 

Exquisitely printed in miniature, cloth extra, gilt edges, 2s. 6 d. 

Sm oker*s Text-Book, The. B y j. Hamer, f. r.s. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, S-i. 

Spalding’s Elizabethan Demonology: 

An Essay in Illustration of the Belief in the Existence of Devils, and 
the Powers possessed by them. By T. Alfred Spalding, LL.B. 


Crown 4to, uniform with "Chaucer for Children,” with Coloured 
Illustrations, cloth gilt, los. 6 d. 

Spenser for Children. 

ByM. H . Towrt. Illustrations in Colours by Walter J. Morgan. 
A New Edition, small crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5^. 

Stannton.-^Laws and Practice of Chess; 

Together with an'Analysis of the Openings, and a Treatise on End 
Games . By Howard Staunton.* Edited by Rob ert B . Wor malu. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gs, 

^tedman’s Victorian Poets: 

Critical Essays. By E dmu nd C laren ce Stedman.__ 

Post 8vo, cloth extra, 5J. 

Stories about Number Nip, 

The Spirit of the Giant Mountains. Retold for Children, by Walter 
Grahame. With Illustrations by J. Moyr Smith. 

Two 'Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 21s. 

Stories from the State Papers. 

By Alex. Charles Ewald, F.S.A., Author of "The Life of Prince 
Cha rles S tuart,” &c. With an Autotype Facsimile. 

Two Vols., crown 8vo, witlr numerous Portraits and Illustrations, 241. 

Strahan.—Twenty Years of a Publisher’s 

Life. By ALEXANtfEK Strahan. [/« tAe ■press. 
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Crown 8vo, clothextra, with Illustrations, 7J. 6rf. 

Strutt’^ Sports and Pastimes of the People 

of England; including tie Rural and Domestic Recreations, May 
Games, Mummeries, Shaws, Processions, Pageants, and Pompous 
Spectacles, from the Eartest Period to the Present Time. With *40 
Illustrations. Edited by Villiam H onk. __ 

Oown 8vo, with a Map oi Suburban London, cloth extra, yr. 6rf. 

Suburban Homes (The) of London: 

A Residential Guide to Favourite London Localities, their Society, 
Celebrities, and Associatiois. With Notes on their Rental, Rates, 
and H ouse Accommodatiun. 

Crown Svo, cloth sxtra, with Illustrations, yj. 6rf. 

Swift’s Choice Works, 

In Prose and Verse. Wiii Memoir, Portrait, and Facsimiles of the 
Maps in the Original Edition of “Gulliver’s Travels." 

‘Swinburne’s Works: 

ffiie Queen Mother euid Bosa- | BothweU : 

iftond. Fcap. Svo, sr. A Tragedy. Croitfh Svo,'X^. 6^ 

Atalanta in Calydon. George Chapman: \ 

A New Edition. Crown Svo, 6 s. An Essay. Crown 8 vo,\ 7 r._ 

Ohasielard. Songs of Two Natid^s. 

A Tragedy^ Cro^ 8vo, rr. ESaTs aud^tudies. ' 

Poems and BaUads. Cro^ Svo, las. 

First Seribs. Fcap. Svo, gs. /Iso EreohtheUB • 
m crown 8vo, at same price. A Tragedy. Crown 8^ ^ 

Poems and Ballads. Note of an EngUsh Sepltwgan 

Second Series. Fcap. 8vo, pr. Also on the Muscovite Crusade. 8v^»., 
in crown 8vo, at same price. ^ Note on Charlotte Bront^ 

Notes on “Poems and Bal* Crown8vo, 61. 

lads." 8vo, II. A study of Shakespeare. 

William Blake : Crown Svo, 81. 

A Critical Essay. With PacslmUe SongS of the Springtides. , «Cr. 
Paintings. Demy Svo, i6jf. Svo, 6 j. 

Songs before Sunrise. Studies In Song. 

Crown Svo, los, 6d, * Crown Svo, 7J. 

Af/i. Sli^/NBLUCN-K\S' NEIF DR A AfA.—Crown Svo, cloth extra, Ss, 
Mary Stuart: A Tragedy, in F ive Acts. By Algkrno.n Charles 
SwiNMouNK, [/« the press. 

Demy Svo, cloth extra. Illustrated, an. 

Sword, The Book of the : 

Being a History of the Sword, and its Use, in all Times and in all 
Countries. By Captain Richard Burton. With numerous Illustra¬ 
tions^_ _ \In prtparaMon. 

Medium Svo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, ^s. 6rf. 

Syntax’s (Dr.) Three Tours, 

in Search of the Picturesque, in Search of Consolation, and in Search 
of a Wife. With the whole of Rowlandson’s droll page lUustia- 
ions, in Colours, and Life of the Author by J. C. Hotten. 
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BOOJCS PUBLISHiD BY 


Four Vols. small 8vo, cloth^ards, 30J. 

Taine’s History of Englisl. I<iteratu''e. 

Translated by Henry Van Laun. 

Also a Popular Edition, in Two VciS crown 8 vo, cloth extra, 151. 
Crown 8 vo, cloth gilt, profuseljr Illustrated, 6s. 

Tales of Old Thule. 

Collected and Illustrated by J. Motr S 3 ith. 

One Vol. crown 8vo, clothextra, yr, 6d. 

Tr.ylor’s (Tom) Historical Dramas: 

“ Clancarty," “Jeanne Dare," "'Twix' Axe and Crown,” “TheFool’s 
Revenge,” “ Arkwright’s Wife,” " Anne Boleyn,” “ Plot and Passion.” 
*** The Plays may also be had sfiarately, at Is. each. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Coloured Frontispiece and numerous 
Illustrations, js. 6 d. 

Thackerayana: 

Notes and Anecdotes. Illustrated by a profusion of Sketches by 
William Makeplace Thackeray, depicting Humorous Incidents 
in his School-life, and Favourite Chaiacters in the books of his every¬ 
day reading With Hundreds of IVeod Engravings, facsimiled from 
Mr. Thackeray’s Original Drawings. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, with Illustrations, yj. 6 d, 

Thomson’s Seasons and Oastle of Indolence. 

With a Biographical and Critics' ''uroduc ion by Allan Cunni.nc- 
HAM, and over 50 fine Illustrations oti Steel and Wood. 

Crown 8vo, cloih extra, with ni nierous Illustrations, 7s. 6d. 

Thornbury’s (Walter) Haunted London. 

A New Edition, Edited by Edwaiu Walfokd, M,A., with numerous 
Illustrations by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. 

Crown 8 VO, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 75. 6d. 

Timbs’ Clubs and Club Life in London. 

With Anecdotes of its famous CoPce houses, Ilostelries, and Taverns. 
By John Timbs, F.S.A. With numerous Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7s. 6d. 

Timbs’ English Eccentrics and Eccentrici¬ 
ties-. Stone.s of Wealth and Fii-shion, Delusions, Impostures, ami 
Fanatic Missions, Strange Sights and Sporting Scenes, Eccentiic 
Artists. Theatrical Folks, Men -A Letters, &c. By John Timbs, 
F.S.A. With nearly 50 Illustrations. 

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 141. 

Torrens’ The Marquess Wellesley, 

Architect of Empire. An Historic Portrait. Forming Vol, /. of Pro- 
CoNsuL and Tribune; Wellesley and O’Connell: Historl 
Portraits. By W. M. Torrens, M.P. In Two Vols. 
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qj^ 4 TT 0 &- WIND US, PICCADILLY. 

Dcmy^Svo, cloth extra, with Illostrations, gr. 

Tunis: the Land and the People. 

JJy HvtjyiT VON Hkssk-Waktegg. With many fine full-page Illustra¬ 
tions. the press. 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra, with Coloured Illustrations, 71. (>d. 

Turner's (J. M. W.) Life and Correspondence: 

Founded upon Letters and Papers furnished by his Friends and fellow- 
Acadfiiiicians. By Walter Thornbctry. A New Edition, con- 
' sideraEly Kularged. With numerous Illustrations in Colours, facsimiled 
from Tuiner’s original Drawings. 

Two Vols., ctov .1 8VO, doth extra, with Map and Ground-Plans, 

Walcott’s Church Work and Life in English 

Min.-iti-rt,: unu the English Student's Monasticon. By the Rev. 

Mackenzie E. C. Walcott, B.D. __ 

ijirgc crown 8vo, ckith antique, with Illustrations, yj. hoT. ' 

Walton and Cotton’s Complete Angler; 

or, The Conieiiiplativo Man’s Recre.ation : being a Discourse 0/ Rivert}* 
KislifMinds. Fi.sh and Kishing, written by IZAAK Walton ; and In- 
sfniciioiis how to Angle for a Trout or Grayling in a clear Stream, by 
Charles (’ottom. With Original Memoirs and Notes bySir Harris 
Nicolas and 6 t Copperplate Illustrations. 

Tlie Twenty-M* ont Annual Edition, for 1881, cloth, full gilt, soj. 

¥7alfoT^d’s County Families of the United 

Kingdom. By Edward Walford, M. A. Containing Notices of 
the IV.seoni Birth, Marriage, Education, &c., of more than 12,000 
liidlinsoM'^lied Heads of Families, their Heir-s Apparent or Presumptive, 
th* Ot'ni i-s tl'.cv hc'lvl or have held, their Town and Country Ad- 
dre.s .i-s. fdr.bs. &c. 


(. lown Kvo, cloth extra, at. (id. per volume. 


Wrs.nderer’s Library, 

^ in the Olden 
I'i .'c With 

>' ' !>y CKriKSHANK. 

Thf: Ok- ■- Vto’iVTnert and the Old 

IahuUiu r.y 'I’noMAS Fro^-t. 

The: of Liondon. By 

j < iK-' i '.'t'' 

T V:: ri) fX J.. — - an d Sayings; 

I 11-• (‘'.‘^iii of Si;ins, and 

i<-in.!'s .lit cniineclcxi with 

’l‘i.n'divL’s (l)uh*;. 
r« .• (.‘li.M' 1 b M .Nr-! I'A. \\ ith Illu.bts. 

'.''irv.pp- JU- ' ' m-^ci CircusGelebri- 

Ly 'f'nuM.vS Fjvf*ST. 

Th.j X-ivN!-' of the Conjurers. 

Oy M'mtMA'n h !•'> T, 

Th^; TLiiio. a. 'O ventures of a 

(. hf'.'ip 1 If t, V»v' One of the Frater- 
lUiy. Ki-'H.tl hv ( IJjNPl.KY. 

Tbc dto'v ot the London Parks. 
j’.yjACoi; J Willi Illusts, 


The: 

, Low-Life 1 . eps. An Account 

j of the Sti Fish to be fotind tlieru. 

; }*>y JamuV'I'’ Kia.Nvv(w>i>. 

; Seven Generations of Execu- 

j tiouers: Memoirs of thf' Sanson 

I Farriily to i?--;?). Ffhle.l by 

I HkNKV SANSflN. 

The World Behind the Scenes. 

Jiy Pi-urv FiTZCKRfvi.r*. 

London Characters. By Henry 

Mayiikw. Illustraled. 

! The Genial Showman * l,ife 
j and Atlventures of Artemus Ward. 

1 }»y E. P. IllFroiiti->picce- 

! Wanderings in Patagonia ; or. 

I T«ife amons the Ostrich Hunters, liy 

Jl LH.s lil-'KitlJOliM. Illustrated. 

I Summer Cruising in the South 
‘ Sens. Ky Chaiu.tcs Warkkn Stoti- 

! iJ.Aun. lllustmtcd by \Vallis Mac- 

^ KAV. 











